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f ntroburtion. 



A LITTLE more than a year since I sent 
forth the first series of "Drifted Snow- 
Flakes." It was my first efibrt at book- 
making, and my labor has been rewarded 
by the many testimonies I have received of 
the comfort it has imparted to 6thers. 

The Bereaved, the Invalid, and men and 
women in the full vigor of health, all have 
given voluntary evidences of their high 
appreciation of this collection of Keligious 
Poems. And not unfrequently the Soldier, * 
just discharged from the Hospital, has come 
and said, " give me one of them, it was read 
^^ to me when I was sick, and now I want to 

:zD send a copy to my mother, or sister, or 

^ wife." 

D:: * (»") 



iv INTRODUCTION. 

Thus encouraged, I liave prepared tliia 
little volume as a companion to the former. 
Many of the pieces are new, being the first 
time they have appeared in print. Others 
are more familiar, but all appropriate to the 
object hoped for, that of comforting and 
encouraging the Believer in Jesus. 

And it has been suggested to me that such 
a collection would prove grateful to the feel- 
ings of many at this time, who are mou3?n- 
ing for their " loved ones," because they are 
not. J. H. 

PllILAUKLPHIA, 1866. 
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HERE is no flock, howeYer watched and 



tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoever defended, 
But has one vacant chair! 

The air is full of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead: 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted ! 

(9) 



10 RESIGNATION: 

Let ns be patient ! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume their dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mist and vapors ; 

Amid these earthly damps, 
What seem to us but sad funereal tapers, 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 

There is no death ! what seems so is transition ; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian. 

Whose portal we call death. 

She is not dead — the child of our affection — 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion; 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution 

She lives, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we think what she is doing 

In those bright realms of air; 
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing. 

Behold her grown more fair. 



RESIGNATION, U 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 

The bond which nature gives, 
Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken, 

May reach her where she lives. 

Not as a child shall we again behold her; 

For when with rapture wild 
In our embrace we again enfold her, 

She will not be a child; 

But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion, 

Clothed with celestial grace; 
And beautiful with all the soul's expansion, 

Shall we behold her face. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed. 
The swelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean 

That cannot be at rest. 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing, 

The grief that must have way. 



12 "HE SAVED OTHERS." 



*'3t Mil m\m" 



WHEN scorn, and hate, and bitter enyious 
pride, 
HurFd all their darts against the "Crucified, 
Found they no fault but this in Him, so tried ? 
'*He saved others!" 

Those hands, thousands their healing touches knew; 
On withered limbs they fell like heavenly dew; 
The dead have felt them, and have lived anew ; 
"He saved others!" 

The blood is dropping slowly from them now ; 
Thou canst not raise them to thy thorn-crown'd 

brow; 
Nor on them thy parched lips and forehead bow ; 
" He saved others !" 

That voice from out their graves the dead hath 

stirr'd; 
Crush'd outcast hearts grew joyful as they heard; 
For every woe it had a healing word ; 
" He saved others 1" 



«* F/4 CRUCIS! VIA LUCISI" 18 

For al^thou hadst deep tones of sympathy — 
Hast thou no word for this thine agony? 
Thou pitiedst all; doth no man pity thee? 
" He saved others V 

So many fetter'd hearts thy touch hath freed, 
Physician ! and thy wounds unstanch'd must bleed; 
Hast thou no balm for this thy sorest need ? 
" He saved others 1" 

Lord I and one sign from thee could rend the sky, 
One word from thee, and low those mockers lie; 
Thou mak'st no movement, utterest no cry, 
And savest us. 



*'Wm €xum\ Wm fttrial" 



« TTIA Crucis ! Via Lucis !" 

* Yes ! the rough and thorny way 

Which the humble Christian chooses. 
Gleams with an unearthly ray. 

He who trod the path before us. 
Left a brightness on the road, 

And its light is falling o'er us, 

As we tread, the way to God. 
2 



14 "F/.4 CRUCIS! VIA LUCISr 

There are thorns that often wound us, 

There are barriers in our way, 
And sometimes the night surrounds us, 

Lighted by no cheering ray. 
But the Cross is ever beaming 

Darkness cannot dim its light, 
All that ever veils its gleaming 

Is our sin-beclouded sight. 

« Via Crucis ! Via Lucis !" 

We are pressing toward our home, 
Tho' sometimes our foes induce us 

From the narrow way to roam. 
Yet if, of the journey weary. 

From our course we turn aside. 
Soon our path grows far more dreary, 

Tho' the way is broad and wide. 

For, when toward the goal advancing, 

Toilsome tho' each step may be, 
Light is often round us glancing. 

Such as only Christians see. 
And our home, tho' far before us. 

Sometimes gleams upon our sighf, 
Shedding floods of radiance o'er n% 

From its pearly gates of light 



*'NOTniNG BUT LEAVESr 16 

" Via Crucis ! Via Lucis !" 

For the righteous light is sown, 
E*en from suffering God educes 

Fruit by suflFering cheaply won. 
Onward then from grace to glory I 

What tho' angry tempests frown I 
On ! the upward path before ye 

Leads you to the victor's crown. 

R. A. 
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NOTHING but leaves; the Spirit grieves 
Over a wasted life; 
Sins committed while conscience slept, 
Promises made, but never kept, 
Hatred, battle, and strife — 
Nothing but leaves! 

Nothing but leaves; no ^rnered sheaves 

Of life's fair, ripened grain; 
Words, idle words, for earnest deeds; 
We sow our seeds — lo ! tares and weeds ; 

We reap with toil and pain 
Nothing but leaves. 



16 FELLOWSHIP OF SUFFERING 

Nothing but leaves; memory weaves 

No veil to screen the past; 
As we trace our weary way 
Counting each lost and misspent day, 
Sadly we find at last 
Nothing but leaves. 

And shall we meet the Master so, 

Bearing our withered leaves?. 
The Saviour looks for perfect fruit — 
We stand before him humbled, mute; 
Waiting the word he breathes — 
"Nothing but leaves.'^ 



Wit leltosfeip 0{ Suffering. 



THY cruel Crown of Thorns!* 
But where, Lord, is mine? 
Are there for me no scoffs and scorns, 
Since only such were Thine? 

Or, having named Thy name. 

Shall I no burden take? 
And is there left no thorn, no shame,' 

To suffer for Thy sake? 



FELLOWSHIP OF SUFFERING. 17 

Unscourged of any whip, 

Unpierced of any sting — 
O Lord, how faint my fellowship 

With Thy sad suflFering! 

Yet Thy dread sacrifice 

So fills my soul with woe, 
That all the fountains of mine eyes 

Well up and overflow. 

The spear that pierced Thy side 
Gave wounds to more than Thee. 

Within my soul, Crucified, 
Thy Cross is laid on me ! 

And as Thy rocky tomh 

Was in a garden fair. 
Where round about stood flowers in bloom, 

To sweeten all the air. 

So in my heart of stone 

I sepulchre Thy death, 
While thoughts of Thee, like roses blown, 

Bring sweetness in their breath. 

Arise not, O my Dead ! 

As one whom Mary sought. 

And found an empty tomb instead, 

Her spices all for nought. 
2* 



18 CnARITY. 

O Lord, not so depart 

From my enshrining breast. 

But lie anointed in a heart 
That by Thy death is blest. 

Or if Thou shalt arise, - 

Abandon not Thy grave, 
But bear it with Thee to the skies — 

A heart that Thou shalt save ! 

Theodore Tilton 
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IN the hour of keenest sorrow, 
In the hour of deepest woe, 
Wait not for the coming morrow; 

To the nod and suffering go. 
Make it thy sincerest pleasure 

To administer relief; 
Freely opening thy treasure. 
To assuage a brother's grief. 

Go and seek the orphan^ sighing; 

Seek the widow in her tears; 
As on mercy's pinion flying. 

Go dispel their darkest fears. 



CHARITY, 19 

Seek the stranger^ sad and weary, 

Pass not on the other side; 
Though the task be lone and dreary, 

Heed thou not the scorn of pride. 

Go, with manners unassuming. 

In a meek and quiet way; 
O'er the fallen ne'er presuming, 

Though thy brother sadly stray. 
'Tis a Saviour's kind compassion. 

'Tis his righteousness alone, 
All unmerited salvation. 

That around thi/ path has shone. 

• / 

When thy heart is warmly glowing 

With the sacred love of prayer; 
By thy works of kindness flowing. 

Not as with a miser's care, 
Duty e'er should be thy watchword. 

Pity drop the soothing tear; 
Always towards the fallen cherish 

Sympathy and Love sincere. 



20 LAND WHICH NO MORTAL MAT KNOW. 
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THOUGH earth has full many a beautiful spot, 
As the poet or painter might show; 
Yet more lovely and beautiful, holy and bright. 
To the hopes of the heart, and the spirit*s glad 
sight, 
Ts the land which no mortal may know. 

There the crystalline stream, bursting forth from 
the throne, 

Flows o;n, and forever will flow; 
Its waves, as they roll, are with melody rife, 
And its waters are sparkling with beauty and life. 

In the land which no mortal may know. 

And there, on its margin, with leaves ever green, 

With fruits healing sickness and woe, 
The fair Tree of Life, in its glory spread wide, 
Is fed by the deep, inexhaustible tide, 
On the land which no mortal may know. 

There the orb of night, and the fountain of day, 

Nor beauty nor splendor bestow; 
But the presence of Him, the unchanging I AM, 
And the holy, the pure, the immaculate Lamb, 

Light the land which no mortal may know. 



CHRISTIAN O RACE 8. 21 

There, too, are the lost ! — whom we loved on this 
earth, 
With whose memory onr bosoms still gfcw! 
Their relics we gave to the place of the dead, 
Bat their glorified spirits before us have fled 
To the land which no mortal may know. 

B. Barton. 
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"OE patient — life is very brief, 

-^ It passes quickly by; 

And if it proves a troubled scene. 

Beneath a stormy sky, 
It is but like the shaded night 
That brings a morn of radiance bright. 

Be hopeful — cheerful faith will bring 

A living joy to thee. 
And make thy life a hymn of praise, 

From doubt and murmur free; 

Whilst like a sunbeam thou wilt bless, 

> 

And bring to others happiness! 



22 CHRISTIAN GRACES. 

Be earnest — an immortal soul 

Should be a worker true; 
Employ thy talents for thy God, 

And ever keep in view 
The judgment scene — the last great day 
When heaven and earth will pass away. 

Be holy — let not sin's dark stain 

Thy spirit's whiteness dim — 
Keep close to Jesus 'mid the world, 

And trust alone in Him; 
So, midst thy business and thy rest, 
Thoii wilt be comforted and blest. 

Be prayerful — ask, and thou wilt have 

Strength equal to thy day; 
Prayer clasps the hand that guides the world : 

Oh, make it then thy stay! 
Ask largely, and thy God will be 
A kindly giver unto thee! 

Be ready — many fall around — 

Our loved ones disappear; 
We know not when our call may come, 

Nor should we wait in fear: 
If ready, we can calmly rest ; 
Living or dying, we are blest! 



THROUGH JESUS, THE LA W SA TISFIED, 28 
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THY works, not mine, O Christ, 
Speak gladness to this heart; 
They tell me all is done; 
They bid my fear depart. 

Thy pains, not mine, Christ, 
Upon the shameful tree. 

Have paid the law's full price. 
And purchased peace for mc. 

Thy tears, not mine, Christ, 
Have wiped my guilt away, 

And turned this night of mine 
Into a blessed day. 

Thy bonds, not mine, Christ, 
Unbind me of my chain. 

And break my prison doors. 
Ne'er to be barred again. 

Thy wounds, not mine, Christ, 
Can heal my bruised soul; 

Thy stripes, not mine, contain 
The balm that makes me whole. 



24 TUR UGH JES US, THE LA W SA TISFIED, 

Thy blood, not mine, Christ — 
Thy blood so freely spilt — 

Can blanch my blackest stains, 
And purge away my guilt 

Thy cross, not mine, Christ, 

Has borne the awful load 
Of sins that none in heaven 

Or earth could bear, but God. 

Thy death, not mine, Christ, 
Has paid the ransom due; 

Ten thousand deaths like mine 
Would have been all too few. 

Thy righteousness, Christ, 

Alone can cover me; 
No righteousness avails 

Save that which is of Thee. 

Thy righteousness alone 

Can clothe and beautify; 
I wrap it round my soul; 

In this Fll live and die. 



ARISE AND PRAT. 25 
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" A RT tl.ou a pilgrim, and alone? 
-^ Far from the home once calFd thine own t 
From friendship's faithful hosom wrested, 
In strangers' hands thy comforts vested, 
Thy life a cheerless winter day. 
Unlit by sunshine? Rise and pray! 

" Smiled on thee once the bliss of earth, 

And glittering joys of transient worth ? * 

Hast thou adored some idol shrine. 

Or bent has many a knee at thine? 

Faded these creatures of a day. 

What hast thou left? Arise and pray! 

" Or hast thou, driven by deepest woe. 
Thy soul's sure refuge learn'd to know? 
And every storm of life would meet 
Beneath the sheltering Mercy-Seat? 
Whether in youth or life's decay. 
Thy lot is blest — thou lovest to pray I 



20 ARISE AND PRAY. 

"But haply thou, even thou hast found 
Religion's consecrated ground 
With sorrows and with snares beset; 
Which, though the almighty Sufferer met 
To conquer, we must yet obey 
His welcome mandate — Rise and pray! 

"Even should that direst hour be thine, 
When in the darkening heavens no sign 
Appears — but thou in combat fell, 
Mt^st meet the adverse hosts of hell, 
Oh never cast the hope away, 
While thou canst lift thy heart to pray I 

" With tears, with bitterest agony. 
The Saviour wrestled, soul! for thee 
Ere He could all-triumphant rise 
To plead the accepted sacrifice; 
So, till the world shall pass away. 
Shall stand His words — * Arise and pray !' " 

E. M. 



WORDS OVER A GRAVE, 27 
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DID she suffer long ? O yes ! and 'tis best 
To wipe our tears, when such weary ones 
rest; 
Fond hearts watched o'er her, for many a day, 
Lest life's torn petals should fall to their clay ! 

But they fell to their clay. 

Did she sorrow to live, when her husband was 

near ? 
There lay 'neath her eyelid an unshed tear; 
But it trickled not, till her boy drew nigh. 
And asked his pale mother never to die I 

Never to die. 

Did mind flit from her, with Death afar, 
And left it, the gate of the grave, ajar? 
While tenantless life, outlined as before. 
Was the shadow of mind through that open door I 

Through that open door. 

No ; praise to Jehovah I for mercy thus shown. 
The light and its shadow at once were withdrawn ; 



J 



28 WORDS OVER A GRAVE. 

Yet she trimmed her faith, ere she went away: 
God grant there was oil in the lamp that day ! 

In the lamp that day. 

The funeral train, like a gulf-stream wound, 
Through the ocean of life that was heaving 

around ; 
In silence it moved, as the wreck it bore. 
Where the grave-stones pebble the church-yard 

shore ! 

The church-yard shore. 

We lingered long by that cold grave side, 
While back to the world swept the funeral tide, 
Far from the death-beach it ebbed away. 
Nor missed from its bosom a drop of spray! 

A drop of spray. 

And must dust absorb it ? ah, no ! if she shone 
Among Christ's jewels, a precious stone — 
When judgment shall open the grave's rough 

§hell. 
She may lie a pearl — but we cannot tell! 

We cannot tell. 



THOUGHTS OF HEAVEN, 29 
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"\T0 sickness there — 
^^ No weary wasting of the frame away 
No fearful shrinking from the midnight air — 
No dread of summer's bright fervid ray. 

No hidden grief, 
No wild and cheerless vision of despair; 

No vain petition of swift relief. 
No tearful eye, no broken hearts are there. 

Care has no home 
Within that realm of ceaseless praise and song, 

Its tossing billows break and melt in foam 
Far from the mansion's of the spirit throng. 

No parted friends 
O'er mournful recollections have to weep; 

No bed of death enduring Love attends 
To watch the coming of a pulseless sleep. 

Let us depart, 

If home like this await the weary soul. 

Look up, thou stricken one, thy wounded heart 

Shall bleed no more at sorrow's stern control. 
3* 



80 ''HE CARETH FOR THEE:' . 

With Faith our guide, 
White-robed and innocent to trace the way, 

Why fear to plunge in Jordan's rolling tide, 
And find the ocean of eternal Day ? 



''|e €m\\ for %t." 



THOU hast taken away, ! Father, the light, 
And I walk with faltering feet; 
Must I wander thus in the murky night. 
With my bitter tears to dim my sight. 
And each lurking danger meet? 

Dear child, fear not, if dark hours are come, 

The lamp of my love is thy light, 
Its rays shall cheer thee through deepest gloom, 
And guide thy footsteps securely home. 
Through the darkest and dreariest night. 

Thou hast taken the staff, I Father, away. 

That I leaned in my feebleness on; 
And I sit here mourning beside the way. 
For how can I walk through the weary day. 
When my only stay is gone ? 



THE CHRISTIAN'S PATH. 81 

Dear child, what I took was a broken reed, 

Too frail thy support to be, 
I knew it would fail thee in uttermost need. 
And I wished in love, thou shouldst learn, instead 

To lean all thy weakness on me. 

Thou hast left me, ! Father, in doubt and fear, 

And my duty I cannot see, 
I would fain do right, were the right but clear,- 
But I find no counsel or guidance here, 

And I turn in distress to thee. 

Dear child, 'twas for thi^ I thy spirit led 

Through this doubtful and dangerous place, 
In each daily task to be safely sped. 
Thou needest to ask as for daily bread, 
What thou lackest in wisdom and grace. 

R. V. K. 
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I WALK as one who knows that he is treading 
A stranger soil; 
As one round whom the world is spreading 
Its subtle coil. 



82 TEE CHRISTIAN'S PATH. 

1 walk as one but "yesterday delivered 

From a sharp chain; 
Who trembles lest the bonds so newly sever' d 

Be bound again. 

I walk as one who feels that he is breathing 

Ungenial air; 
For whom as wiles the tempter still is wreathing 

The bright and fair. 

My steps, I know, are on the plains of danger, 

For sin is near; 
But looking up, I pass along, a stranger. 

In haste and fear. 

This earth has lost its power to drag me down- 
ward; 

Its spell is gone: 
My course is now right upward and right onward, 

To yonder throne. 

Hour after hour of time's dark night is stealing 

In gloom away; ^ 

Speed thy fair dawn of light, and joy, and healing, 
Thou Star of Day ! 

For thee, its God, its King, the long-rejected. 

Earth groans and cries; 
For thee, the long-beloved, the long expected, 

Thy bride still sighs! 



''SLEEP ON, AND TAKE YOUR REST.'' 33 
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SLEEP on, ye faint and faithless, 
Who could not watch to see — 
Though stars grew pale to witness — 

Your Master's agony! 
Sleep, while His spirit wrestles 
Alone, with his dread doom; 
Now, while o'erwrung with anguish, 
He groans : " The hour is come !" 

The hour — none Time hath numbered, 

Wore ever pall so deep ! 
Earth 'neath its burden trembles, 

And heaven's lyight myriads weep; 
And cherubim and seraph 

Stand silent round the throne 
For He who reigns in heaven, 

Spares not His only Son! 

The hour of human madness ! 

And lo, with murderous strife, 
The blinded crowd press onward, 

To slay the Lord of life ! 



84 THE CffRFSriAy VOYAGER 

And ye, while maniac passion • ^ 
Fills every sinful breast, 

Ye, followers of Jesus — 

" Sleep on, and take your rest." 

0, ye who say you love him, 

Amidst a world of pride ! 
Was it to pay your ransom, 

The Lord of glory died ? 
Shall sinners now betray Him, 

And pierce that holy breast. 
And ye, all faint and heartless. 

Sleep on, and take your rest!" 

E. F. Ellett. 






LAUNCH thy bark, mariner ! Christian, God 
speed thee! 
Let loose the rudder-bands — good angels lead 
thee ! 
Set thy sails warily, tempests will come ; 

Steer thy course steadily, Christian, steer home 1 



THE CHRISTIAN VOYAGER, 86 

Look to the weather-bow, breakers are round thee ) 

Let fall the plummet now, shallows may ground 

thee ; 

Reef in the foresail, there ! Hold the helm fast I 

So — let the vessel wear — there swept the 

blast. 

"'What of the night, watchman, what of the 
night r-- 
" Cloudy — all quiet — no land yet — * all 's 
right." 
Be wakeful, be vigilant — danger may be 

At an hour when all seemeth securest to thee. 

How 1 gaitis the leak so fast ? Clear out the 
hold — 

Hoist up thy merchandise, heave out thy gold ; 
There — let the ingots go — now the ship rights ; 

Hurra ! the harbor 's near — lo, the red lights I 

Slacken not sail yet at inlet or island; 

Straight for the beacon steer, straight for the 
highland ; 
Crowd all thy canvass on, cut through the foam — 

Christian I cast anchor now— r heaven is thy 

home ! 

Mrs. Southey. 



86 PILQRIM IN THE PATH OF LIFE. 
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I pray not that tboa shouldest take them out of the 
world, but that thou shouldest keep them from the eyil.**— 
fohn xvii. 16, 



■piLGKIM in tlie path of life, 
-*- Fainting in the daily strife, 
Wishing, longing to be free 
From thy load of misery, 
Panting for the heavenly home, 
Where no blighting sorrows come; 
liist thy Saviour's prayer for thee. 
Wait his time to set thee free. 

Mourner, bending o'er the dead. 
From whose cheek the bloom has fled, 
Gazing in the glassy eye, 
Vainly asking for reply. 
Wishing that thy days were done, 
And thou with thy beloved one; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee. 
Wait his time to set thee free. 



PILGRIM IN THE PATH OF LIFE. 37 

Youthful spirit, worn and crushed, ' 
All thy hopes in darkness hushed, 
Quenched each aspiration vain, 
Silent bearing grief and pain. 
Longing for the peace and love 
Of the holy courts above; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee. 
Wait his time to set thee free. 

Aged wanderer, sad and lone, i 
All thy youth's companions gone. 
Like blasted trunk, round which the vine 
Shall never more its tendrils twine. 
Like stranger on a foreign coast 
Weeping o'er his treasures lost; 
List thy Saviour's prayer for thee. 
Wait his time to set thee free. 

"Not that thou shouldest take away 

These thy creatures of a day, 

Pray I, Father, but that in 

Thy mercy thou would'st save from sin; 

Keep them from the evil one. 

Till their course of life is run." 

This, thy Saviour prayed for thee, 

Patient wait till thou art free. 
4 



88 / OA VE NO FATUER THERE, 
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I SAW a wide and well-spread board, 
And children, young and feir, 
Came one by one — the eldest first, ♦ 
And took their stations there 

All neatly clad and beautiful, 

And with familiar tread. 
They gather round with joy to feast 

On meats and snow-white bread. 

Beside the board the father sat; 

A smile his features wore. 
As on the little group he gazed. 

And told their portions o'er. 

A meagre form arrayed in rags. 

Before the threshold stood; 
A half-starved child had wandered there 

To beg a little food. 

Said one : " Why standest here, my dear ? 

See, there's a vacant seat 
Amid the children — and enough 

For them and thee to eat." 



THE SICK CHAM BUR. 39 

" Alas for me I" the child replied, 

In tones of deep despair, 
"No right have I amid yon group — 

I have no father there." 

hour of fate, when from the skies, 

With notes of deepest dread, 
The far-resounding trump of God 

Shall summon forth the dead — 

What countless hosts shall stand without 

The heavenly threshold fair, 
And, gazing on the blest, exclaim 

"I have no Father there!" 
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CHAMBER of sickness I much to thee T owe, 
Though dark thou be; 
The lessons it imports me most to know 

I owe to thee! 
A sacred seminary thou hast been, 
I trust to train me to a happier scene. 



40 ,THE SICK CHAMBER. 

Chamber of sickness I suffering and alone, 

My friends withdrawn, 
The blessed beams of heavenly truth have shone 

On me, forlorn. 
With such a hallow'd vividness and power. 
As ne'er were granted to a brighter hour. 

Chamber of sickness I 'midst thy silence, oft 

A voice is heard, 
Which though it fall like dew on flowers, so soft, 

• Yet speaks each word 
Into the aching heart's unseen recess, 
With power no earthly accents could • possess. 

Chamber of sickness! in that bright abode 
Where there is no more pain. 

If through the merits of my Saviour- God 
A seat I gain. 

This theme shall tune my golden harp's soft lays, 

That in thy shelter passed my earthly days. 



A VISION OF THE NIGHT 41 
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I SAW one walking softly, 
Along a twilight shore; 
Far in the hazy distance, 
A bark was coming o'er. 

She did not doubt its errand, 
It came to take her home; 

By many a solemn warning. 
She knew it soon would come 

For this, her destined voyage, 
She long had stood prepared; 

Each day, both night and morning, 
No labor had been spared. 

The place which long has known •her; 

The home she long has blest; 
There may not detain her, 

She here is but a guest. 

She looks on all around her. 

As soon to look no more; 

She turns to that dark ocean. 

The vessel nears the shore ! 
4* 



42 A VISION OF THE NIGHT. 

I saw some standing weeping; 

They gazed upon her face 
Then shuddering, eyed those waters, 

The bark approached apace ! 

While they were clinging round her, 
While they implored her stay, 

She heard the appointed signal, 
Which summoned her away. 

She looked in silence on them, 
Their hearts were nigh to break. 

E'en 'mid its marble paleness, 
A tear stole down her cheek. 

And then she fondly ble'Ssed them; 

They strove to speak in vain : 
"We part for a short season,*' 

She said, " to meet again.'* 

I saw the vessel mooring — 
The expected call was given; 

She answered, " All is ready !" 
And, calm, looked up to heaven. 

Then to the brink she hastened; 

The Pilot ready stood. 
To place her in his vessel; 

The tide was at the flood ! 



A VISION OF THE NIGUT. 43 

I marked her still, intently; 

And striking was the scene; 
The dark expanse spread boundless, 

The rising wind blew keen. 

'Twas night — the white waves clashing, 
Cold spray around them flung; 

A moment, she felt shrinking — 
A moment, backward hung. 

"Be not afraid,'' he whispered, 

" Safe is the passage o'er ;" 
That voice at once revived her : 

She knew it well before. 

'Twas then her fond companions, 

Loth, very loth to part, 
Besought they might go with her; 

Grief overpowered their heart! 

They strove that bark to enter. 

Spite of the surf and swell ; 
It came to take her only : 

A sweet voice said, "Farewell." 



44 DEEP WATERS 
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*'Wheii thoa passest through the waters, I will be with 
thee : and through the risers, they shall not overflow thee." 
— Isa. xliii. 2. 

ROLL on, ye waves of trouble, roll ! 
Cold waters, onward move : 
For 'midst the tempest's wildest roar, 
Soft sounds the voice of love. 

" I will be with thee, tremble not. 
That dark cold flood can't harm; 

For I, thy Grod, will guard thee with 
Mine everlasting arm! 

" These surging waves obey my voice, 

They move but by my will: 
When foaming in their fiercest rage, 

I speak — and they are still/' 

Roll on — I know thy chilling power, 

Thy dark and dangerous tide; 
But I am safe — no flood I fear, 

With Jesus bj my side. 



CRY OF LITTLE ONES, 46 

My Lord, when I can feel thee near, 

The deep has charms for me: 
Earth's brightest paths were dark and drear. 

If lighted not by thee. 

For I can smile while billows roar 

If, Lord, thy light I see: 
I will not look upon their rage, 

But fix mine eyes on thee ! 

They can but drive me nearer still 

To that long wished for shore; 
Where, done with sin, with pain, and grief, 

Earth's storms are heard no more. 

C. H. I. 
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" /^UR feet are weary, and the way is long," 

^ The children say, and weep; 
The Father reaches down an arm all strong. 
Those failing feet to keep. 

" The night is dark, the way we cannot see," 

The little voices cry. 
He clasps the clinging hands : " Keep close to me^ 

Nor fear for dangers nigh." 



46 CRY OF LITTLE ONES, 

"The winds are out! The storm is fierce and cold, 

And far from home are we V 
"Doubt not/' he says, "I'll bring thee to the 
fold — 

Doubt not, have faith in me/' 

" The way is rough — an easier path were meet : 

These bleeding footprints see !" 
He shows hu wounded hands, and side and feet, 

" All these were borne for thee !" 

"The cross is heavy, let us lay it down. 

For we are weak and small.'- 
Sadly he answers : " Wilt forego thy crown ? 

And Christ? and heaven? and all?" 

So, gently leading on with tenderest care, 

He brings them on their way. 
Calms the wild wish, forgives the foolish prayer. 

And teaches them to pray. 

Ah! even so, lead onward to the end: 

Earth's toils and dangers past. 
Our lives from sin, and want, and woe defend, • 

And bring us home at last ! 



ST. JOHN BAPTIST. 47 
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"Behold the Lamb!" 



TXTHERE over Jordan's wild and jeedy side, 

* * Fitfully sweep the desert winds along, 
Upon the margin of the sacred tide 

Are gathered Jndah's rapt and earnest throng. 

Wherefore, city, are thy thousands here? 

To see the reeds wave on the river bank ? 
Or seek they in the desert, chill and drear. 

The robe of purple, and the pride of rank ? 

Not to the desert came ye to behold 
Gorgeous apparel and imperial state; 

For purple vestments, gems, and glowing gold, 
Are worn by men in palaces who wait. 

Seek ye a prophet? Hark, the Herald's cry — 
More than a prophet's is his warning word : 

" Level the hill tops, fill the valleys high ! 
Make straight a pathway for the coming Lord I 

" The axe is laid ! Woe to the barren tree ! 

Against all such as shall be fruitless found. 
Hath gone forth Heaven's stern, yet just decree — 
Sweep from its place the cumberer of the 
ground !" 



48 NOT ALONE. . 

" I am the Voice, sung by the prophets' lyre — 
The Witness of One mightier far than I — 

Whose Baptism, of the Spirit and of fire 
Will throughly purge all those to Him who fly. 

"I shall decrease — but His great Name shall 
rise — 
He, coming after, is o'er me preferred — 
Left to the Saviour then, your weeping eyes — 
Behold the Lamb of God — the Incarnate 
Word !" 
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" A ND must 1 then go forth alone, 

•^^ To journey on a track unknown. 
Wounding my feet 'gainst many a stone, 

And torn by many a brier? 
And must I quit you, parents dear, 
Your presence find no longer near, 
To watch, protect, reprove, or cheer. 

With love that cannot tire ?" 



NOT ALONE, 49 

"Go forth, hut not alone, dear child, 
To enter on the dangerous wild ; 
By foes heset, hy snares heguiled, 

Thy path with peril fraught: 
For know, thou hast a tender guide. 
Who at His post will e'er abide, 
And in His care we may confide, 

While meekly by us sought. 

"Were not His loving aid at hand. 

We could not breathe the stern command 

To quit thy home, thy native land. 

And wander far and wide : « 
But if our trust in Him could fail, 
Full little would our cares avail. 
When evil should our child assail. 

E'en clinging to our side. 

"Despite our watching and our woe. 
Beside us death may strike the blow. 
Of human love the weakness show, . 

And mock our bitter tears. 
Go forth — we know thou 'rt not alone. 
In ancient days His form was shewn : * 
He camfi His followers to own. 

And dissipate their fears. 

* Dan. iii. 25. 



50 MY FATHER KNO WS. 

"Three met the fiery furnace flame; 
To quell its rage a fourth there came; 
And we in faith await the same, 

To bring us present aid. 
He walks with us throughout our course; 
He of all comfort is the source, 
And by his never failing force- 

Is Satan's host dismayed." 
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Deut. zzxi. 6. 



GO where thy Father leads thee — let no dou>»t 
Assail thy mind, though he should bid thee 
part 
From dearest friends; though he should shut 
thee out 
From human spiritual guides ; yet to thy heart 
He will speak words of peace, will cheer and 

bless 
Even though he lead thee through the wilderness. 



MY FATHER KNOWS. 61 

God will himself thy spiritual food assign : 
Thankful, take all he gives; though streams 
be dry, 

The' fountain-head, the well of life divine 
Is open — God will all thy wants supply ; 

In faith and prayer look thou to Christ thy Head, 

Nor fear that thou shalt lack thy daily bread. 

And should he in his wisdom see it fit, 
To keep thee low in body or in mind, 

Thou still in peace at his dear feet might* st sit. 
And listening to his voice rich treasure find ; ' 

Then be not downcast, hope on to the end. 

Low paths do oft to fairest pastures tend. 

Hear when he bids thee take the lowest place. 
There sit thee down, and there abide his will ; 

'Tis there that he will meet thee, and his grace 
Display, and, till he bids thee thence, be still ; 

Thou would' st not murmur when his will constrains 

Thy soul, nor chafe when that loved hand restrains. 

'Tis said, from darksome pit, the upturned gaze 
At noonday can discern the stars in heaven ! 

So to the soul, deep sheltered from the blaze 
And glare of earthly sunshine, oft is given 

Bright revelations of God's love to see. 

And glorious beamings of his majesty ! 



62 THE RIVER OF DEATH, 

Then rest thee in thy low estate, seek nought 
Too high, nor things thy God withholds from 
thee ; 

Lie meekly at his feet — thy highest thought 
To be like Jesus in humility; 

And know, if thou on earth his cross doth bear 

In heaven thou shalt his crown of glory share I 
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ONCE I lay drifting — drifting 
Out on the River of Death ! 
In vision the veil seemed lifting 
From the full fruition of faith. 

No shadowy, dark- winged angel — 
No chill wind to waft me o'er — 

No glory, nor loud evangel 

On the river's heavenward shore! 

Around me close was the glory; 

Within me, above, beneath: 
The glory of love upbore me 

On this beautiful River of Death. 






DREAMS OF HEA VEN. 53 

Love, that before was a vision — 
Peace, that before was a name — 

And bliss, in this glad transition, 
Part of myself became. 

Thus while my light seemed dying, 

Losing and lost in love, 
In my Spirit, serenely lying. 

Was the fulness of heaven above. 

Glad soul, in triumph uplifted ! 

Done forever with strife ! 
The current changed — and I drifted 

Back* to the shore 'of Life. 
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COME there, sometimes, brightly beaming, 
Glimpses of a heavenly home. 
Beautiful as childhood's dreaming. 
Ere its feet have learned to roam — 
Radiant visions ^ 

Of the land beyond the tomb. 
5* 



54 DREAMS OF HEA VEN. 

Come they, sometimes, quickly streaming 
From the darkness of the soul, 

Like the fiery lightning, gleaming 
When the muttering thunders roll — 

Truthful ever 
As the needle to the pole. 

Come they, sometimes, like the morning, 
Ushering in the perfect day; 

Like the star, before the dawning, 
Of the sun's resplendent ray — 

Glorious vision. 
Lighting all life's weary way. 

Come they, sometimes, like the waving 
Of his bright locks in the west, 

When the sun in glory laving, 
Sinks upon old ocean's breast — 

Happy visions 
Of a long and peaceful rest. 

Come they, like the beacon glancing. 
Through the tempest and the gloom, 

When the bark, in fury dancing, 
Reels before the howling storm, 

Guiding onward 
To a haven and a home. 



DIMNESS. M 

Come they, like the tired bird winging 
From her sea-flight toward the land; 

Like the shell that's always singing 
Of its native ocean strand, 

With the music 
Of the white wave on the sand. 

Come they, gently, gently chiding 
When in deyious paths we roam, 

Pointing oft and always guiding 
To our heavenly Father's home; 

Upward, upward. 
Far above yon starry dome. 



iimntss- 



" The eyes of the blind shall see out of obscurity, and 
out of darkness.'* — Isaiah xxix. 18. 



•/^H, gracious Father, give me what I need! 
^ I know not what it is, so undefined 
Are the dim characters I fain would read. 
Imprinted on my cloud-encompassed mind : 
Anxious desires for some good thing come 

thronging 
Across my soul, and raise a misty longing. 
But. leave no clear, decided trace behind. 



66 DIMNESS. 

I feel like some bewildered voyager, 

Who, blinded by the tempest, cannot see 
'Mid the confusing, elemental stir, 

The quiet haven where lie fain would be; 
He only knows that rest and peace were 

pleasant, 
Yet knows not how to escape the fearful 
present, 
And sinks, perplexed, in the obscurity; 

Then, as the tempest fiercer grows, he feels 

He cannot yield his life un cheered, unblest; 
And starting with fresh vigor, bravely steels 
His heart 'gainst the vague fears that fill his 
-breast ; 
Yet knows not what to ask : Dare he petition 
Withdrawal of the storm's mysterious mis- 
sion, 
That may be leading to his longed for rest ? 

Dare he entreat the fierce waves may be stilled, 
When, haply, every billow nears the shore ? 
Or pray that his stunned senses be not filled 
With the loud tempest's wild exulting roar — 
When it, perchance, is but the echo broken. 
Of far off Angel harps — a certain token 
That he will land where trial is no more ? 



VIMNEBS, 67 

Or dare be ask the stinging, drenching spray, 

His worn-out frame no more may overwhelm, 
When this, perchance, is his baptismal day 
Of suffering with the Pilot at the helm ? 
Or even ask His form to be unshrouded, 
When 'tis His pleasure to remain thus 
clouded, 
As Lord and Master of an unseen realm ? 

I know not what to pray for as I ought! 

Nay, Lord, I know not ev'n what I desire : 
I feel a longing, yearning, struggling thought, 
Which doth to Thee, and Thy best gifts, aspire. 
Yet knows not how to attain the distant 

blessing ; 
Uncertainty and doubt are ever pressing. 
When my poor soul would soar to regions 
higher. 

Then give me. Lord, all that I ought to ash — 

Grant me a sense of Thy kind presence near ; 
Let me not shun or hate my appointed task. 
Of seeking for a brighter atmosphere ! 
Give me more strength — give courage more 

enduring- 
Give patience that can wait, till mists 
obscuring 
Shall roll away, and leave God*s purpose clear. 



58 THE PROMISED REST 

Oh, give me Faith ; by whose support alone 

Mj soul can bear the gathering dimness round; 
Make me believe^ and God's great goodness own, 
And rest upon the Rock my feet have found. 
Help Thou mine unbelief, Oh, holy Master ! 
And so, in disappointment and disaster. 
And even «in, Thy grace shall more abound. 

Oh, give me Faith — the light of Hope's fair star — 

The chain that links her anchor to my hearti 
Let me not crave more knowledge, while afar 
The mystery of the Saviour's Cross doth start, 
To bound the vision of a longing spirit, 
Until I rise, through that Redeemer's merit, 
Unto that land where nought is known "tw 
part r 
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*' There remaineth therefore a rest for the people of God. 



»». 



REST for the weary frame, worn out with 
toiling. 
Tracking with feeble steps life's thorny way. 
Or racked with pain, relief forever foiling — 
Rest, for the toil-worn, suffering form of clay ! 



> 



THE PROMISED REST, 69 

E,est, for the eye, fevered and dim with weeping, 
Strained after objects lost to it for aye, 

With an unslumbering love, sad vigils keeping — 
Rest, for the fevered, strained, and aching eye I 

Rest, for the heart, with sorrow torn and bleeding, 
Pierced by ingratitude's envenomed dart; 

Taught how to love, then left to break unheeding — 
Rest, for the bleeding, torn, and broken heart ! 

Rest, for the immortal mind, the deathless spirit, 
Struggling from dull mortality's control 

To free its wings, its birth-right to inherit — 
Rest, for the struggling and imprisoned soul ! 

Rest, from the tossings of life's stormy ocean ! 

Rest, from the evils of earth's drear abode ! 
Rest, from each gloomy thought, each sad emotion ! 

Rest, in the glorious, city of our God! 

Yes I there is rest above! Heaven's light is 
pouring 
Strength thro' the frame, and brightness on the 

And the glad heart, the enfranchised soul are 
soaring 
In rest and rapture only known on high. 



60 FORGIVE AND FORGET, 

The rest of Heaven ! ! trembling, fainting 
spirit I 

Chained to the earth by weariness and wo I 
Look up I Think of the rest thou shalt inherit ! 

Think of *the glory th(ju art soon to know I 

Look up, believer ! Lo ! a rest remaineth ! 

Dark tho' thy way may be, it leads thee home ! 
There He, who bore the cross, in glory reigneth I 

Hojtfwho like thee, once knew earth's grief and 
gloom. 

Cheer thee ! His love is o'er thy life presiding, 
He soothes thy spirit when hj care oppressed, 

And He thy weary steps is safely guiding 
Thro' life, thro' death, to His eternal rest. 

R. A. R. 



|0rgilje n)i im^il 



WHEN streams of unkindness, as bitter as gall, 
Bubble up from the heart to the tongue, 
And meekness, writhing in torment and thralL 
By the hands of ingratitude wrung — 



FORGIVE AND FORGET, 61 

In the heart of injustice unwept and unfair, 
While the anguish is festering yet, 

None, none hut an angel of God can declare, 
I now can forgive and forget. 

But if the had spirit is chased from the heart. 

And the lips are in penitence steeped. 
With the wrong so repented, the wrath will 
depart. 

Though scorn on injustice were heaped; 
For the hest compensation is paid for all ill, 

When the cheek with contrition is wet, 
And every one feels it is possible still, 

At once to forgive and forget. 

To forget ! It is hard for a man with a mind, 

However his heart may forgive. 
To blot out all perils and dangers behind, 

And but for the future to live ; 
Then how shall it be? for at every turn. 

Recollection the spirit will fret. 
And the ashes of injury smoulder and burn. 

Though we strive to forgive and forget. 

Oh, hearken ! my tongue shall the riddle unseal. 

And mind shall be partner with heart. 

While thee to thyself I bid conscience reveal. 

And show thee how evil thou art; 
6 



62 FORGIVE AND FORGET, 

Remember thy follies, thy sins, and thy crimes, 

How vast is that infinite debt! 
Yet mercy hath seven by seventy times 
, Been swift to forgive and forget. 

Brood not on insults or injuries old, 

For thou art injurious too-^- 
Count not the sum, till the total is told,- 

For thou art unkind and untrue; 
And if all thy harms are forgotten, forgiven. 

Now mercy with justice is met ; 
Oh, who would not gladly take lessons of Heaven, 

And learn to forgive and forget? 

Yes, yes ! let a man, when his enemy weeps. 
Be quick to receive him a friend; 

For thus on his head in kindness he heaps 
Hot coals to refine and amend. 

And hearts that are Christians, more eagerly 
yearn 

Over lips that once better to Penitence turn. 
And whisper forgive and forget. 



HOPE, 68 
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T7AINT not in times of sorrow, 
-*- Fixed is their term, and brief: 
It is not that to-morrow. 
Hope promiseth relief' 
Poured from thy Father's gracious hand, 
The tide shall ebb, at his command. 

When joy thy bosom thrilleth. 

Let watchfulness be there; 
The breeze the sail which fiUeth, 

On rocks the ship may bear; 
While sailing on the exulting sea, 
Still heavenward may thy glances be. 

The sun which fades the flower, 

Bids friendly vapors rise; 
And gloomiest clouds, which lower 

Upon the altered skies. 
Descend in blessings on the earth. 
Whose suffering surface gave them birth. 



64 ''FATHER! SA VE ME ' 



Thus times of Darkness and of Light, 

Of pleasure And of Grief, 
Like the revolving Day and Night, 

Which bring the earth relief. 
Are ordered by a skill Divine, 
Then why should erring man repine. 
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LET this cup pass, my Father ! I am sinking 
In the deep waters which surround my soul. 
And bitterer grows the draught that I am drink- 
ing, 
And higher rise the waves that round me roll. 

Forsake me not in this my need extremesti 
Let not Thy strengthening hand elude my 
grasp — 
I know Thee Love, even when Thou harshest 
seemest ; 
Father, most merciful ! let this cup pass ! 



FROM THIS HOUSr 65 

Life liath not laid her hand upon me lightly ; 

I have known sorrow, disappointment, pain ; 
Have seen hope clouded, when it shone mos£ 
hrightly, 

And false love fade, and falser friendships wane. 

But now, fresh chains ahout my heart are linking, 
And to my lip is pressed a fuller cup, 

And from the draught my shuddering soul is 
shrinking ; 
Father ! I cannot, cannot drink it up ! 

What have I said ? Will not Thy grace sustain me ? 

Is Thine arm shortened, that it cannot save ? 
Powerless myself, if Thou, my God, disdain me, 

I can do all things with the help I crave. 

Haste Thee to help me ! that on Thee depending, 
I may say, " not my will, hut Thine be done" — 

If this cup may not pass, Thine angel sending, 
Aid me, as Thou, of old, didst aid Thy Son ! 

And Thou, my Saviour! once our weakness 
sharing. 

Tempted in all things, yet untouched by sin^^ 
Hear my wild cry, leave not my soul despairing, 

Help me the cross to bear, the crown to win 1 

H. A. H;. 

6* 
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A LITTLE head with its golden hair, 
A little face so sweet and fair, 
A little hand with its dimpled grace, 
It wanders lovingly over my face; 
And a sweet voice whispers, soft and low, 
" I love you, sister — I love you so." 

It is dreary outside — the wind and rain 

Sweep sobbing by, like a funeral train; 

But there's light within — my heart beats high, 

I heed not the wild wind's wailing cry, 

As I list to the murmur, soft and low, 

"I love you, sister — I love you so." 

Ah, what is fame, but an empty show. 

Luring us on through fields of snow ! 

Ah, what is wealth, but a glittering, -^'U 

Linking our hearts to the wind and rain, > 

If we hear not murmured soft and low. 

The sweet, fond words, "I Jove you so!" -^ . 



UNDER THE LEAVES, 67 

" 1 love you, sister !" ah, murmur it o'er, 
They're the echoed words of another shore, 
Where the streets are gold, and the robes are white, 
Where there comes no storm with its bitter 

blight, 
Where many hearts we have missed below, 
Are murmuring, " We love you so." 
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OFT have I walked these woodland path» 
In sadness, not foreknowing, 
That underneath the withered leaves 
The flowers of Spring were growing. 

To-day the winds have swept away 
These wrecks of Autumn's splendor, 

Antl here the fair Arbutus flowers 
Are springing fresh and tender. 

perfect flowers, with lips of bloom, 

Surpassing in their beauty 
The pearly tint of ocean shells, 

To teach me Faith and Duty. 



A I 



68 ^'REJOICE, AND BE GLAD:' 

Walk life's dark way, ye seem to say, 
In faith and hope, foreknowing 

"That when man sees but withered leaves, 
God sees the fair flowers growing. 

Leighton. 



u 
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" Rejoice, and be glad." — Matt. 6:12; Ps. 40 : 16. 



AH, why thus in tears, when thou shouldst Be 
rejoicing ? 
Why mournfully musing with countenance sad ? 
Art thou yielding to fear, and thy confidence 
losing ? 
Hear the words of thy Saviour : " Rejoice, and 
be glad." 

Do the sins of the past fill thy bosom with sorrow, 
And doubts for the future still make thee 
afraid ? 
Go forward in duty, nor fear for the morrow, 
Thy Saviour is near thee : " Rejoice, and be 
glad." 



''REJOICE, AND BE QLADr C9 

What though sore temptations may hourly assail 
thee, 
Remember thy help on " One mighty" is laid : 
He hath said in his word that he never will fail 
thee; 
Through faith thou shalt conquer: "Rejoice, 
and be glad." 

Then dry up those tears; from thy vision they're 
hiding 
The blood tbat on Calvary so freiely was shed : 
Here 's a balm for thy wounds, of thy Maker's 
providing; 
It hath purchased thy pardon : " Rejoice, and 
be glad." 

Even death shall not harm thee ; the spirit im- 
mortal 
The grave cannot hold in its turf-covered bed : 
Oh, the grave of the saints is to glory the portal • 
There with songs thou shalt enter : " Rejoice, 
and be glad." 

A. P. C. 



70 EMBLEM. 
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I SAW a little pliant spray 
Encumbered with a weight of snow. 
And paused awhile upon my way 
To mark it well — it pleased me so. 

The pearly drops so pure, so bright, 
Seemed like a garment thrown around, 

Which caused the tender plant to droop, 
And meekly bowing, kiss the ground. 

Methought it was an emblem fair 
Of innocence and meekness too. 

That beauteous robe, which Christians wear, 
And which true Christians only do. 

It fits them so to pass through life. 
Content to be unknown and low. 

And to escape the chilling blasts. 

Which on the proud and haughty blow. 



AS MANY AS I LO VE, ETC, 71 



41 
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Bev. iii. 19. 



n AYIOUR, beneath Thy yoke, 
^ My wayward heart doth pine, 
All unaccustomed to the' stroke 
Of love divine ; 

Thy chastisements, my God, are hard to bear; 

Thy cross is heavy for frail flesh to wear. 

Perishing child of clay, 

Thy sighing T have heard ; 
Long have I marked thy sinful way. 
How thou hast erred; 
Yet fear not; by my own most holy name, 
I will shed healing on thy sin-sick frame. 

Praise to Thee, gracious Lord, 

I fain would be at rest; 
Oh ! now fulfil thy faithful word, 
And make me blest — 
My soul would lay her heavy burden down, 
And take with joyfulness the promised crown 



72 AS MANY AS I LOVE, 

Stay, thou short-sighted child, 
There is much first to do; 
Thy heart so long by sin defiled, 
I noLust renew; 
Thy will must here be taught to bend to mine, 
Or the sweet peace of heav'n can ne'er be thine. 

* 

Yea, Lord, but thou canst soon 

Perfect thy work in me, 

« 

Till like the pure calm summer moon, 
I shine by Thee — 
A moment shine, that all thy poVr may trace; 
Then pass in stillness to my heavenly place.- 



Ah ! coward soul,- confess 

Thou shrinkest at the cure — 
Thou tremblest at the sharp distress . 
Thou must endure ; 
The foes on ev'ry side for war arrayed, 
The thorny path in tribulation laid 

The process slow of years, 

The discipline of life, 
Of outward foes, and secret tears. 
Sickness and strife; 
The idols taken from thee one by one. 
Till thou canst dare to walk with me alove. 



/ REBUKE AND CHASTEN. 78 

Some gentle souls there are, 
Who yield unto my love, 
Who, ripening fast beneath my care, 
I soon remove; 
But thou stiff-necked art, and hard to rule, 
Thou must stay longer in affliction's school. 

My Maker and my King, 
Is this thy love to me? 
Oh! that I had the lightning's wing 
From earth to flee! 
How can I bear the heavy weight of woes, 
Thine indignation on Thy creature throws! 

Thou canst not, O my child; 

So hear my voice again, 
I will bear all thine anguish wild, 
Thy grief, thy pain; 
My arms shall be around thee day by day, 
My smile shall cheer thee on thy heavenward way. 

In sickness I will be 

Watching beside thy bed. 
In sorrow thou shalt lean on me 
Thy aching head. 
In every struggle thou shalt conqueror prov^. 
Nor death itself shall sever from my love. 



74 ANYWHERE WITH JESUS. 

Oil ! grace beyond compare ; 

Ah! love most higli, most pure; 
Saviour, begin, n.o longer spare, 
I can endure; 
Only vouchsafe thy grace, that I may live 
Unto thy glory, who canst «o forgive. 



^ngtofem toitfe %tm. 



Matt yiii. 19. 



ANYWHERE with Jesus, says the Christian 
heart ; 
Let Him take me where He will, so we do not 

part; 
Always sitting at His feet, there's no cause for 

fears ; 
Anywhere with Jesus in this vale of tears. 

Anywhere with Jesus, though He leadeth me 
Where the path is rough and long, where the 

dangers be; 
l^hough He taketh from me all I love below. 
Anywhere with Jesus will I gladly go. 



ANYWHERE WITH JESUS. 75 

Anywhere with Jesus, in the summer heat, 
Anywhere with Jesus, through the winter sleet, 
Anywhere with Jesus, when the bright sun 

shines ; 
Anywhere with Jesus, when the day declines. 

Anywhere with Jesus, though He please to bring 

Into fires the fiercest, into suffering; 

Though He bid me work or wait, or only bear 

for Him, 
Anywhere with Jesus, still shall be my hymn. 

« 
Anywhere with Jesus, though it be the tomb. 
With its frighting terror, with its dreaded gloom, 
Though it be the weariness of a long drawn life, 
Fainting with the constant toil, drooping in the 

strife. 

Anywhere with Jesus, for it cannot be 
Dreary, dark, or desolate, where He is with me ; 
He will love me alway, every need supply. 
Anywhere with Jesus, should I live or die. 



76 WBAT THEN. 
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WHAT then ? Why then another pilgrim 
song; 
And then, a hush of rest, divinely granted ; 
And then, a thirsty stage; (ah, me, so long!) 
And then, a brook just where it most is wanted. 

• What then ? The pitching of the evening tent ; 

And then, perchance, a pillow rough and 
thorny ; 
And then, some sweet anj tender message, sent 

To cheer the faint one for to-morrow's journey. 

What then ? The wailing of the midnight wind ; 

A feverish sleep ; a heart oppressed and aching; 
And then, a little water-cruise to find 

Close by my pillow, ready for my waking. 

What then? I am not careful to inquire; 

I know there will be tears, and fears, and sor- 
rows; 
And then a loving Saviour drawing nigher, 

And saying, " I will answer for the morrow." 



WHEN HURRICANES, 77 

What then ? For all my sins his pardoning grace ; 
For all my wants and woes, His loving kind- 
ness ; w 
For darkest shades, the shining of God's face, 
And Christ's own hand to lead me in my blind- 
ness. 

What then ? A shadowy valley, lone and dim ; 

And then, a deep and darkly rolling river; 
And then, a flood of light — a seraph's hymn, 

And God's own smile, for ever and for ever. 



\m f arrirants^ 
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The Lord God will cause righteousness and praise to 
spring forth before all the nations/' — haiah Ixi. 11. 



WHEN hurricanes are sweeping, 
The wintry landscape o'er; 
And woods response are keeping 

To ocean's angry roar : 
How sweet the expectation 
Of that delicious time — 
The annual new creation — 

Glad Summer's golden prime ! 

7* 



78 WHEN HURRICANES, 

The prospect thus entrancing 

Of that still brighter day; 
When, Earth to light advancing, 

Sin's clouds shall fleet away; 
When scenes, where late, all gory, 

The tide of war was driven,* 
Shall form, in peace and glory, 

A rivalry of Heaven. 

E'en now, in Faith's clear vision. 

The splendor I descry : 
Love, on celestial mission. 

Descending from the sky; 
The world released from sadness. 

One loud, exulting sound 
Of melody and gladness 

Is roird the nations round. 

Amid the valleys blooming 

Abundance fills her horn: 
Man, pristine might assuming, 

New attributes adorn : 
Yea; taught by him, once wilder 

In heart than even they, 
The very beasts grow milder. 

And lambs with leopards play.f 

• Isoiab ii. 4. Micah \y. 3. f Isaiah xi. 6 — 9. 



WHEN HURRICANES. 70 

Now saint with saint discourses 

Of Him who them hath saved; 
The hells upon the horses 

With "Holiness" engraved;* 
While, sprung to its true stature 

In knowledge, grace, and pow'r; 
God in our honored nature 

His dwelling makes once more. 

Then cheer thee, mournful Zion ! 

Wrong shall not still hear sway; 
Thy Champion, Judah's Lion, 

Ere long shall win the day 
And when He shall enthrone thee 

On high ahove the hills; 
How shalt thou solaced own thee 

For all thy by-gone ills. 

* Zech. xiv. 20. 



80 BEHOLD MT BELOVED 
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Song of Solomon, ii. 8-13. 



BEHOLD my Beloved, on the mountains 
advancing, 
Like hart or like roe-deer He bounds o'er the 
hills ; 
He stands at the wall ; through the window now 
glancing, 
He speaks, while himself to my view he 
reveals 

" Loj the winter is past, and the rain is gone over, 
The flowers on the earth in fresh beauty 
expand ; 

The birds in their singing new graces discover; 
The voice of the turtle is heard in our land. 

" The vine-blossoms round them their perfume 
are throwing. 
While, filled with the force of the sun's vernal 

ray, 
The fig-tree's sweet fruit into ripeness is growing ; 
Arise then, my fair one ; my love, come away." 



FATHER, I THANK THEE. 81 

Thus, over each barrier, mountaia-like rising, 
From guilt in our souls, and from justice 
Divine ; 
The Savioue has sped ; and, # our welfare 
devising, ' 
Now calls us — ourselves to his will to resign. 

O ! let us, allured by affection so tender, 
Affection that wakens the music of heaven : 

To Him of our hearts make a cheerful surrender ; 
Yea, had we ten thousand, they all should be 
given 
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" Thon in faithfalness bast afflicted me." — Psalm oziz. 75. 



FATHER, I thank thee for each cross 
Wherewith thou hast hedged up my way ; 
Blest are the thorns, true gain the loss, 
That hinder me from thee to stray. 

Thy dealings once I deem'd severe. 

And sore my heart against them strove; 

But now I see, but threads they were 
Of one rich web, by mercy wove. 



82 THE UNSEEN RIVER, 

Loid, let thy hand restrain me still; 

Thy discipline I daily need : 
It forms my safest fence from ill^ 

And keeps me where there's rest indeed. 

As on a stream we upward wind, 

The several tributary rills 
Successively are left behind, 

Till one sole spring the channel fills : 

So, Fountain of all Good ! to Thee 
A growing nearness may I prove, 

By living from the world more free, 
And more entirely on thy love. 



%\t InsMH filJtr. 



THERE is a mighty river, 
Whose sullen waters flow, 
A little space before us. 
Across the path we go. 

Dense fogs surround its borders, 
And vail it from our eyes. 



THE UNSEEN RIVER. 83 

Till we at last are standing 
Where its dark billows rise. 



And yet its solemn marmnrs 
How oft our spirits hear — 

The dirge-like voice of billows 
To which we still draw near. 

Toward that sweeping torrent 
How fast we hasten on — 

How shall we breast its current, 
Unaided and alone? 

fearful, deadly river, 

How shall w^ pass thee by? 

No bridge can span thy waters, 
No lifeboat o'er thee ply. 

Is there no way to shun thee? 

May we not turn aside, 
And ^scape the fatal struggle 

With thy life-chilling tide? 

Can Art no path discover. 

Which leads not to thy shore ? 

Can Science show no refuge 
From that which we deplore? 



84 THE UNSEEN RIVER. 

No! Vain were each endeavor 
To shun our certain doom; 

And yet, insatiate river, 

We need not fear thy gloom : 

For One hath passed thy waters, 
Who robbed thee of thy sting, 

And took away thy bitterness, 
Thou cold, remorseless thing. 

And now, though high around us 
Thy howling waves may swell. 

His mercy cheers us onward — 
" He doeth all things welL^ 



)> 



With his strong arm beneath us, 

In triumph we may sing, 
"Dark stream, where is thy terror? 

Death, where is thy sting?'' 

Helen Bruce. 
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MY truest, tenderest Friend, I dare 
The bravest deed that friendship can;- 
I meet Thine eyes, thai will not spare. 
And ask more love than man gives man. 

But often, as we hold our way 

Through paths whose choice I ]eave with Thee, 
Thy will says " Yea," and mine says " Nay," 

And space grows wide 'twixt Thee and me. 

I bear my blame, and share thy grief. 

Thou saidst, Was ever grief like mine f 
Thy love must even exceed belief; 

So must my lack. Yet — I am Thine. 

For, sure the end of our dissent, 

I would not have Thee yield or turn; 

I choose, and of my choice repent. 

But Thou, my Friend, hast nought to learn. 

Am I not glad Thine eyes can read 

The cipher dark, the folded page? 

Thou knowest the plant hid in the seed, 

Through dreams of youth the deeds of age. 
8 



86 ^'EXPRESSIVE SILENCE,'' 

I must rejoice. If thou art weak, 

Poor heart, thy Friend is strong for two; 

^Vhen thou wast dead^ did He not speak 
And say, Come forth! here's Life for you? 

Oh, Life! I marvel. Still, I know 

When I grow bold and cry, " Lead on !" 

He takes me at my word. We go 

Through paths unguessed, but — toward the 
Dawn. , C. C. 
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SACRED silence! All thy power 
Have we ever known ? 
No! We lavish upon language 
Praise that is thy own. 

Thought is silent, in its dwelling. 

Deep within the breast; 
Speech is but the outward clothing. 

In which thought is drest. 



^'EXPRESSIVE SILENCEr 87 

Speech is but the upper current 

Of a deep, deep sea: 
Far below, in sacred silence, 

Must the treasure be. 

Calmness, coolness, dwell with silence; 

Silent falls the dew; 
Silent roll the stars above us, 

In the unfathomed blue. 

Silent worship! 'tis not merelj 

Found bj sitting still; 
This is but the outward symbol 

Of the silent will. 

Silent waiting I not the body. 

But the soul, that stands 
With bowed head and ear attentive, 

For its Lord's commands. 

Silent suffering! loud lamenting 

Never had thy power. 
Silent sympathy! no other 

Fits the darkest hour. 

Silent gratitude! when language 

Vainly strives to tell 
All her sense of good accepted. 

Silence speaks it well. 



88 ''EXPRESSIVE SILENCED* 

Mute submission! meekly bowing 
'Neath the Eternars will; 

^*Dumb, because my Father did it/' 
Is its language still. 

Silent joy ! to give it utterance, 

Music has no tone, 
When 'tis deepest, purest, holiest. 

It is all our own. 

What can still the voice of slander 

Like the mute reply ? 
Love to slanderer and slandered, 

Speaking in the eye. 

Is the spirit moved to anger 

By another's speech? 
Silent mastery of passion. 

Best his heart will reach. 

Silent vigils, silent prayers. 

Oh, how they ascend 
From the sad and anxious watchers 

By the couch they tend; 

And like vapor heavenward tending. 
They will fall in showers. 

Making parched and barren deserts 
Cheerful with spring flowers. 



^'EXPRESSIVE silence:' 89 

Mingling with the crowd around us, 

As we pass them by 
We can give but friendly greeting, 

Or the kind reply. 

But the hand in hand companions, 

Journeying side by side, 
Towards the one Eternal city, 

Loving, true, and tried ; • 

Why should these be ever feeding 

Upon words alone. 
When the heart's most precious feeling 

Is to each unknown ? 

Ah ! how many social gatherings, 

Were we simply true. 
Would enrich and bless our spirits 

More than now they do? 

Thought and speechVould' flow together; 

And when these were not. 
Silence like the heavenly manna, 

Feed again the thought. 

We should often find at parting. 

That a heavenly guest, 
Known by breaking bread among us. 

Had our gathering blest. 

8* Friends' Review. 
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€\t ^ti\. 



THE stars that disappear at morn, 
think liot they are fled^ 
They are not lost, they are not gone, 

But, mid the glory shed 
Around them by the source of light, 
They shine more sweetly than at night ; 
It is the night that's dead. 

And thus the loved who disappear, 

Pass not, perchance, away ; 
But walk in light so sweet and clear, 

It blinds us with its ray^ 
On this, to us, benighted clod, 
The glory of Almighty God 

Embosoms them in day. 

Perchance they follow, fair as dreams. 

The rosy morning's flight. 
More immaterial than his beams, 

And lighter than his light: 
They sit upon the azure day. 
They float on twilight's downy gray. 

And on the clouds at night. 



THE ORAVE'TARD, 91 

deep and wondrous heart of man. 
Strange fount of joy and woe ; 

In this sad life no eye may scan 
Thy current's ebb and flow : 

But in the glorious world to come, 

The voice of discord shall be dumb, 
And thOu thyself shalt know. 

George H. Coomer 
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How solemn is the silent burying-ground, 
Where lie the seedlings of Eternity! 
How darkly green the trees which whisper 'round. 
And hang their leaves in drooping sympathy — 
Mourning the weakness of Mortality! 

« 

The soft, bright grass — the rose by love's tears 
fed — 
Th' unfrequent footstep, with its movement 
slow — 
The rustling leaves — the rabbit's stealthy tread — 
All tell our hearts, in language plain, but low, 
That Death is man's true friend, and not his foe 



92 THE GRAVE-YARD, 

Truly a grave-yard is a solemn place, 

And one that fills us with mysterious awe : 
Here is the earthly goal of this our race — 
This is the vengeance of the broken Law — 
This is the fruit the Tree of Knowledge bore ! 

And yet it soothes the raging of the breast — 

Eases the heart's deep woe, and bids us feel 
That Death gives to our bodies perfect rest, 
That here we wait " the last great trumpet's 
peal" — 
Then rise* to meet what that day shall reveal. 

And then it calls up to the thoughtful view 

That Jewish Garden, where the Saviour lay, 
Who bowed Himself to death, then rose to life 

anew, 
And shed on graves an everlasting ray 

That brightens more and more unto the per- 
fect day. 

Thus are " God's acres" Holy in our eyes. 
And hence we guard them with such jealous 
care; 
Here fruics and flowers ripen for the skies, 
And here attain a perfectness so rare 

That Heaven itself becomes through them more 
fair. 



THE GRACIOUS RECEPTiaN. *i 
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" This man receiveth sinners, and eateth with them."- 
Luke XT. 2. 



"HPHIS man receiveth sinners!'' 

-■- Oh, behold the Nazarene, 
Sitting in the house of Levi 

With the sinful and unclean : 
He sits at table with them, 

And reveals his matchless love — 
Angel bands look on rejoicing, 

Angel songs are heard above. 

" This man receiveth sinners V* 

How unlike the ways of men 
The way of Christ — our kinsman — 

To the lost, hath ever been : 
He calls to him the vilest 

Of those enslaved by sin ) 
Opens wide the door of mercy. 

And bids them enter in. 



94 THE GRACIOUS RECEPTION, 

"This mafii receiveth sinners!*' 

Here his love and grace combine; 
Here " The Christ" unveils his glory, 

'Tis a glory all divine; 
Pardon, peace, and strength are given, 

Saving grace and living might — 
The dead in sin are quickened. 

The blind receive their sight. 

" This man receiveth sinners !'' 

The aged and the young; 
The patriarch and the stripling 

Are found his guests among. 
Each receives the spotless garment 

Of righteousness and truth; 
The young life grows to manhood, 

Age returns to. vigorous youth. 

" This man receiveth sinners I" 
The God-man, on his throne. 
Welcomes to his saintly banquet,. 

All whose work below is done — 
He robes them all with glory. 

And gives the crown and palm; 
'Mid the burst of heavenly music, 
Angel chant and holy psalm. 

H. B. Smith. 
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""pETURN, return, 
-■-*^ Poor long-lost wanderer, home' 

With, all thy bitter tears, 
Thy heavy burdens, cornel. 

As thou art, all sin and pain, 

Fear not to implore in vain : 
See, the Father comes to meet thee. 

Points to mercy's open door, 
"Words of life and promise greet thee, 

Oh, return, and weep no more I 

"Return, return. 
From all thy crooked waysi 

Jesus will save the lost. 
The fallen He can raise. 

Look to him who beckons thee 

From the cross so lovingly; 
See His gracious arm extended. 

Fear not to seek shelter there, 
Where no grief is unbefriended, 

Where no sinner need despair. 



96 SHE WAS THE LAST. 

* 

" Return, return, 

From all thy wanderings, home ! 

From vanity and toil. 
To rest and substance, come ! 

Come to truth from error's night. 

Come from darkness unto light. 
Come from death to life undying, 

From a fallen earth to heaven — ^ 
Now, on Jesus' grace relying, 

Haste to take what God has given !" 



S|e teas % fast. 



STROKE after stroke from Heaven descends, 
My aching heart to bruise. 
Oh can it be the Friend of friends 
That thus my weary spirit bends 
Beneath repeated blows. 

Yes, yes, and He considers well, 

Before He sends the rod; 
Confiding in Him, go and tell 
Thy sorrows — He the storm can quell. 

Trust thou thy Saviour — God. 



REST. 97 

Perhaps for this He sent the pain, 

That thou shouldst seek his love; 
Although thou seek oft — and again, 
Yet will that boundless love remain — 
Go then its nature prove. 

lie will not bid thee go away, 

Sad and unsatisfied ; 
He will not turn from thee and say. 
Come back to me some other day — 

This time thou must be tried. 

Oh no. He sees thee straying one. 

If thou begin to come. 
He sees thy tears, He hears thy moans, 
And will not leave thy soul alone, 

Until once more at Home. 



SlJBt. 



IT was Thy will, my Father, 
That laid Thy servant low; 
It was Thy hand, my Father, 

That dealt the chastening blow; 
9 
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J>3 REST. 

It was Thy mercy bade me rest 

My weary soul awhile; 
And every blessing I received. 

Reflects Thy gracious smile. 

It is Thy care, my Father 

That cherishes me now; 
It is Thy peace, my Father, 

That rests upon my brow; 
It is Thy truth. Thy truth alone, 

That gives my spirit rest. 
And soothes me like a happy child, 

Upon its mother's breast. 

I have known youth, my Father, 

Bright as a summer's day; 
And earthly love, my Father, 

But that too pass'd away. 
Now life's small taper faintly burns — 

A little flickering flame, 
But Thine eternal love remains 

Unchangeably the same. 

Oh, Saviour, let my wearied spirit rest 

Beneath the shadow of Thy cross, and send 

Sweet thoughts of peace to soothe my troubled 
breast, 
And o'er my soul their dove-like wings extend. 



''GOOD TIDINGS OF GREAT JOY:' 99 

Where shall I cast the burden of my life, 
The burden of my sins, If not on Thee ? 

My soul is grieved and wearied with the strife 
Of this rude world; receive and comfort me. 

Beneath the shadow of the cross, Thy child 
Shall find a refuge and a calm retreat, 

Where sainted souls, with Heaven reconciled, 
Await the hour when earth and heaven meet. 

J. Xj. B. 
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TT7E asked an Indian brother, a warrior of old, 
' ' How first among his people the Glad 
tidings had been told ! 
How first the Morning Star arose on their long 

heathen night, 
Till souls who " sat in darlftiess" were rejoicing 

in the light ! 
And he answered : " Many a summer has come and 

gone since then, 
Yet well I can remember — I can see it all again. 
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TOO '^QOOD TIDING 8 OF GREAT JOY:* 

A teacher came among us, from the country of 

your birth, 
And told us of a living God, who made the heaven 

and earth; 
But we asked if he had been a fool, or thought 

that we were so ; 
For who amt)ng our son's did not the one Great 

Spirit know? 
So he left us — and another told us much of sin 

. and shame. 
And how for sinners was prepared a lake of 

quenchless flame; 
But we bade him teach these things at home, 

among the pale-faced men. 
And if they learned the lesson right, we too 

would listen then; 
At last another stranger came, of calm and gentle 

mien. 
And eyes whose light seemed borrowed from yon 

blue, the clouds between ; 
Still in my dreams I hear his voice, his smile I 

still can see. 
Though many a summer he has slept beneath the 

cedar tree ! 
He told us a Mighty One, the Lord of earth and 

sky. 
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Who left his glory in the heavens, for men to 

bleed and die; 
Who loved poor Indian sinners still, and longed 

to gain their love, 
And be their Saviour here, and in his Father's 

home above; 
And when his tale was ended : * My friends,' ho 

gently said, 
*I am weary with my journey, and would fain 

lay down my head.' 
So beside our spears and arrows, he laid him down 

to rest, 
And slept as sweetly as the babe upon its mother's 

breast. 
Then we looked upon each other, and I whispered : 

* This is new — 
Yes, we have heard glad tidings, and that sleeper 

knows them true ; 
He knows he has a Friend above, or would be 

slumber here, 
With men of war around him, and the war-whoop 

in his ear V 

So we told him on the morrow, that he need not 

■ journey on, • 

But stay and tell us further of that loving, dying 

One. 
9* 
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And thus we heard of Jesus first, and felt the 

wondrous power 
Which makes his people williog in his one ac- 
cepted hour." 
Thus -spoke our Indian brother; and deeply, while 

we heard, 
One cheering lesson seemed impressed, and taught 

by every word — 
How hearts, whose echoes silent long, no words 

of terror move, 
May answer from their inmost depths to the soft 

call of love. 
O mighty love of Jesus ! what wonders thou hast 

wrought ! 
What victories thou yet shalt gain, surpassing 

human thought — 
Let Faith and Hope speed forward unto earth's 

remotest bound, 
Till every tribe and nation shall have heard the 

joyful sound I 
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I am n0t Jklane. 



"I am not Alone, because my Father is with me." — John 
ivi. 32. 

HOW heavily the path of life 
Is trod by him who walks alone, 
W^ho hears not, on his dreary way. 

Affection's sweet and cheering tone; 
Alone, although his heart should bound 

With love to all things great and fair, 
They love not him — there is not one 
His sorrow or his joy to share. 

Alone, though in the busy town, 

Where hundreds hurry to and fro — 
[f there is none who for his sake 

A selfish pleasure would forego; 
A.nd oh! how lonely among those 

Who have not skill to read his heart, 
When first he learns how summer friends 

At sight of wintry storms depart. 

" My Saviour ! and didst thou to feel 

How sad it is to be alone, 
Deserted in the adverse hour 

By those who must thy love have known ! 
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The gloomy path, though distant, still 

Was ever present to thy view ; 
Oh ! how couldst thou, foreseeing it, 

For us that painful course pursue? 

" Forsaken of thy nearest friends, 

Surrounded by malicious foes — 
No kindly voice encouraged thee. 

When the loud shout of scorn uprose, 
Yet there was calm within thy soul, 

No stoic pride that calmness kept. 
Nor Godhead unapproached by woe — 

Like man thou hadst both loved and wept. 

" Thou wert not then alone, for God 

Sustained thee by his mighty power; 
His arm most felt, his care most seen, 

When needed most in saddest hour." 
None else could comfort, none else knew 

How dreadful was the curse of sin; 
He who controlled the storm without, 

Could gently whisper peace within. 

Who is alone, if God be nigh ? 

Who shall repine at loss of friends. 
While he has one of boundless power. 

Whose constant kindness never ends. 



TRIALS OF THE WORLD. 105 

Whose presence felt, enhances joy, 

Whose love can stop each flowing tear, 

And cause upon the darkest cloud 
The bow of mercy to appear ? 
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THIS world is full of suffering; along the 
mournful air 
The notes of sad complaining, are crying every- 
where. 
Love shieldeth not its idols, from death's unspar- 
ing darts, . 
And the whole wide waste is teeming, with crushed 
and broken hearts. 

Yet were no clouds of sorrow, along our pathway 

driven, 
This world would be a Paradise, we scarce would 

change for Heaven. 
The erring heart to pacify, is sent the chastening 

rod 
To discipline the spirit, and to draw it nigh to 

God. 



106 TRIALS OF THE WORLD, 

To raise the heart to Heaven, with a meek and 

holy trust, 
And silence the repinings that have howed it 

to the dust — 
We may not see the purpose, why our hearts are 

pierced and riven, 
Yet with a full undouhting trust, let us still look 

up to heaven. 

This life is full of trials, yet we know that one 

above 
^ooks ever down upon us, with sympathy and 

love. 
And pitieth our infirmities, though others may 

deride. 
For the heart hath not a sorrow^ with which He 

was not tried. 

Ah ! let us then be patient, be meek and murmur 

not, 
Though clouds and gloom, and shadows surround 

our earthly lot; 
And when the heart repineth, think of the Holy 

one 
Who meekly bore and suffered, to win for us a 

crown. 



\ 
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TRIALS OF THE W^ 

We know that life ha43 mystei 

not designed 
To shed his great omniscience on ii^. 

mind ; 
l>ut when the soul is ransomed, and the Fount 

of life unsealed. 
The mind shall grasp infinity, and all will be 

revealed. 

Then let us place the anchor of our confidence 

and trust, 
On the might of the Creator, the Omnipotent and 

Just, 
Whose will we may not question, nor his hidden 

motives tell, 
Yet rest in his assurance, that ^' He doeth all 

things well." 
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OUR earthly ties are vain and weak, 
Whereon we dare not rest, 
For time dissolves^ and Death will break 

The sweetest and the best. 
Yet there's a tie that must remain, 
That time and death assault in vain. 

The kindred links of life are bright. 

Yet not so bright as those 
In which Christ's favored friends unite, 

And each on each repose; 
Where all the hearts in union cling. 
To Him, their centre and their spring. 

The friends of Jesus, joined to think, 

With one desire and aim, 
A chain, whereon link answers link, 

A heavenly kindred claim. 
And oh! how sweet when in each mind 
A chord to ^ echo theirs they find. 




HUE UNSEALED TOMB. 109 

Thougli lovely many an earthly flower 

Its beauty fades and dies, 
But they unchanging form a bower 

To bloom in Paradise; 
Sprung from the true immortal vine 
In Him they move, and round Him twine. 
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"Jesus wept." 
" Then said the Jews, how he loved him V* 

John 35, 36. 

ONCE in bitter anguish, bending the stone- 
sealed cave beside. 
Wept the sorrow-stricken Mary, for one she loved 

had died. 
A Mend stood near her, chided her grief for hir" 

who slept, 
For, by the grave of Lazarus, with Mary Jesus 
wept — 

Wept with the human sorrow that hearts bereaved 

must feel ; 

Wept, though he knew his power from Death 

his prey to steal; 
10 



1)0 THE UNSEALED TOMB. 

Wept, thougli lie knew how quickly that tomb 

should yield its trust, 
And the fresh kindling glow of life reanimate its 

dust. 

But, while as human weeping, he speaks as one 

divine — 
Only believe, believe and you shall see God's 

glory brightly shine, 
From off the darkened sepulchre take ye the 

stone, he said: 
" Lazarus, come forth V* and lo ! the grave gave 

up its silent dead. 

By every weeping mourner the Saviour still draws 

near; 
He knows his power to ransom, still chideth not 

the tear; 
Their grave he waits to open, rich joys he holds 

in store. 
The tomb he now uncloses, Death enters levei 

more. 
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THEY wait beyond the troubled tide, 
Whose restless billows, far outspread, 
Unceasing and remorseless glide 

Between the living and the dead — 
They wait where angels silent tread. 

They beckon from the farther shore 
To those within the gloomy vale; 

They now behold them crossing o'er. 
And pray while angry waves assail 
Their quivering barks amid the gale. 

They wait before the pearly gate, 

Where flowers exhale a fragrance rare. 

Where sweet-voiced birds with hearts elate, 
Blend graceful song with grateful prayer 
They wait where beauty fills the air. 

They walk beneath the healing trees. 
Where cooling streams forever flow; 

They stop among the bowers of ease. 
And wait where softest zephyrs blow, 
For loved ones left on earth below. 



112 SOLITUDE SWEETENED, 

They wait around tlie great white throne, 
Where all the good and pure of old, 

Who of the Saviour's love have known. 
His wondrous glory now behold — 
They wait within the streets of gold. 

Yes, in that higher, happier land. 

Whose radiant light their eyes survey. 
They wait to lead us from the strand, 
• And show our trembling souls the way 
To heaven's pure realms of endless day. 

J. W. Barnhart. 
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THOU art near — yes. Lord, I feel it, 
Thou art near where'er I move ; 
' And though sense would fain conceal it, 
Faith oft whispers it in love. 

Thou art near — oh! what a blessing 
To the souls thy love hath blest! 

Souls, thy daily care confessing, 
Daily by their God confessed. 



SOLITUDE SWEETENED, 113 

Why should I despond or tremble, 

When Jehovah stoops to cheer? 
But far rather, why dissemble 

When Omniscience is so near? 

Am I weak? thine arm will lead me 
Safe through every danger. Lord : 

Am I hungry? thou wilt feed me 
With the manna of thy word. * 

Am I thirsting? thou wilt guide me 

Where refreshing waters flow; 
Faint or feeble thou' It provide me 

Grace for every want I know. 

Am I fearful? thou wilt take me 

Underneath thy wings, my God ! 
Am I faithless? thou wilt make me 

Bow beneath thy chastening rod. 

Am I drooping ? thou art near me, 

Near to bear me on my way: 
Am I pleading? thou wilt hear me, 

Hear and answer when I pray. 

Then, my soul, since God doth love thee, 

Faint not, droop not, do not fear; 

For though his heaven is high above thee, 

He himself is ever near ! 
10* 
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Near, to watch thy wayward spirit, 
Sometimes cold and careless grown; 

But likewise near, with grace and merit, 
All thy Saviour's thence thine own. 

J. S. MONSELL. 



"(Snr itst." 



** The finfferings of this present time are not to be oom< 
pared to the glory that shall be reyealed in us," 



MY feet are worn and weary with the march 
Over rough roads, and up the steep hill- 
side; 
O city of our God, I fain would see 

Thy pastures green, where peaceful waters 
glide. 

My hands are weary, laboring, toiling on. 
Day after day for perishable meat; 

city of our God, I fain would rest; 
I sigh to gain thy glorious mercy-seat. 



''OUR rest:' 116 

My garments, travel- worn, and stained with dust, 
Oft rent by briers and thorns that crowd my 
way, 

Would fain be made, Lord, my righteousness, 
Spotless and white in heaven's unclouded ray. 

My eyes are weary, looking at the sin. 
Impiety and scorn upon the earth; 

city of our God, within thy walls. 

All, all are clothed upon with the new birth. 

My heart is weary of its own deep sin — 
Sinning, repenting, sinning alway; 

When shall my soul thy glorious presence feel, 
And find its guilt, dear Saviour, washed away ? 

Patience, poor soul ! the Saviour's feet were worn ; 

The Saviour's heart and hands were weary, too; 
His garments stained, and travel-worn, and old ; 

His sacred eyes blinded with tears for you. 

Love thou the path of sorrow that he trod; 

Toil -on, and wait in patience for thy rest; 
A city of our God, we soon shall see 

Thy glorious walls, home of the loved and 
blest. 



116 THE SHADOW OF A GREAT ROCK 
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THE rocky path still climbs the glowing steep 
Of Olivet; 
Though rains of two millenniums wore it deep, 

Men tread it yet. 
Still to the gardens o'er the brook it leads ; 

* His. voice they know. ^ 

The wild fig throws broad shadows o'er it still, 

As once o'er thee. 
Peasants go home at evening, up that hill 

To Bethany. 
And as when gazing. Thou didst weep o'er them, 

From height to height. 
The white roofs of discrowned Jerusalem 

Burst on our sight. 
These ways were strewed with garments once, and 

palm. 
Which we tread thus; ^ 

Here through thy triumph on Thou passedst, * 

calm. 
On to Thy Cross. 



IN A WEARY LAND. 117 

The waves have washed fresh sand upon the 

shore 

Of Gallilee ; 
But chiselled on the hill-sides evermore, 

Thy paths we see. 
Man has not changed them in that slumbering 

land, 

Nor time effaced; 
Where Thy feet trod to bless, we still may stand, 

All can be traced. 
Yet we have traces of Thy footsteps far 

Truer than these; 
Where'er the poor and tried and suffering are. 

Thy steps faith sees. 
Nor with fond, sad regrets Thy steps we trace ; 

Thou art not dead. 
Our path is onward, till we see Thy face, 

And hear Thy tread 
And now wherever meets Thy lowliest band. 

In praise and prayer. 
There is Thy presence, there Thy Holy Land — 

Thou, Thou art there. 



118 THE BORDER LAND. 
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A lady wrote to a friend in England, inquiring where 
she had been. The friend had been ill, and returned for 
answer : 

IHAYE been to a land, a Border Land, 
Where there was but a strange dim light, 
Where shadows and dreams, a spectral band. 

Seemed real to the aching sight. 
I scarce bethought me how there I came. 

Or, if thence I should pass again, 
Its morning and night, were marked by the 
Eight, 
W coming of woe and pain. 

But I saw from this land, this Border Land, 

With its mountain ridges hoar. 
That they looked across to a wondrous strand, 

A bright and unearthly shore. 
Then I turned me to Him, the Crucified 

In most humble faith and prayer, 
Who had ransomed with blood my sinful soul, 

For I thought He would call me there. 



THE BORDER LAND. 119 

But no! for awhile in the Border Land, 

He bade me in patience stay, 
And gather rich fruits with a trembling hand, 

Whilst he chased its gloom away. 
He had led me amid those shadows dim, 

And shown that bright world so near, 
To teach me that earnest trust in Him, 

Is the one. thing needful here. 



And so, from the land, the Border Land, 

I have turned me to earth once more; 
But earth and its works, are but trifles scanned, 

By the light of that radiant shore. 
And oh ! should they ever possess me again. 

Too deeply in heart and hand, 
I must think how empty they seemed, and 
vain. 

From the heights of the Border Land. 



The Border Land hath depths and vales, 
Where sorrow for sin was known; 

Where small seemed great as weighed in 
scales. 
Held by God's hand alone. 



120 THE BORDER LAND. 

'Twas the land where earthly pride seemed 
nought, 

Where the poor were brought to mind, 
With their scanty bed and fireless cot, 

And their bread so hard to find. 

But little I heard in the Border Land, 

Of all that passed below; 
The once-loved voices of human life. 

To the deafened ear were low; 
I was deaf to the clang of its trumpet-call. 

And alike to its gibe and sneer; 
Its riches were dross, and the loss of all 

Would then scarce have cost me a tear. 

I met with a friend in the Border Land, 

Whose teachings came with power, ' 
To the blinded eye and deafened ear, 

In afflictions loneliest hour. 
Times of refreshing to the soul, 

In languor oft they bring. 
Preparing it then to meditate 

On high and heavenly things. 

Oh! Holy Ghost! too often grieved 

In health and earthly haste, 
I bless those slow and silent hours. 

Which seemed to run to waste. 



i 
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I would not but have passed those depths, 

And such communion known, 
As can be held in the Border Land, 

With Thee, and Thee alone. 

I have been to a land, a Border Land, 

May oblivion never roll 
On the mighty lessons which there and then 

"Were graven on my soul. 
I have trodden a path I did not know, 

Safe in my Saviour's hand — 
I can trust Him with all the future now, 

I have been to the Border Land. 
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OUR Pastor left his cheerful hearth, 
Where the fire was burning bright, 
To bid me bless the hand which had 

On mine put out the light. 
He told me it was wrong to weep, 
And bade me dry mine eyes — 
The smoke yet rising from the place, 

Of my last sacrifice. • 

11 
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A fair young mother, with her life 

Of gladness scarce begun, 
Looked in upon my loneliness. 

To say, " Thy will be done/' 
She told the widow of three score, 

To bow and kiss the rod, 
Which had beaten her with many stripes, 

Because it was from God. 

The rich man gave me of his gold. 

As though he thought 'twould heal 
The deepest and the sorest wound. 

That woman's heart could feel 
The fortunate and hopeful came. 

And bade me not. to sigh. 
For happier were the days to come. 

Than those that had gone by. 

God help me in my wretchedness, 

And harden not my heart 
Against the children, who have not 

Yet known affliction's dart. 
But send not those whose earthly propR 

Have never known decay. 
To tell me, 'tis His right who gives, 

To take His gifts away. 



THE WIDOW. 123 

With her youngest born about her neck, 

Her eldest at her knee, 
How can that happy mother feel. 

For a childless one like me. 
With her young love to lean upon 

His tried heart all her own, 
How can she mourn with one who sits 

Within her tent alone. 

With his children all around him, 

And her voice still in his ear. 
Which time has only made more soft. 

And more serenely clear. 
How should our Pastor understand 

The widow's lonely lot. 
Whose mate is taken from her nest, 

Whose little ones are not? 

I would not have earth's joyous ones 

To look less bright and glad, 
Nor fetter down the light of heart, 

Because my own is sad; 
But when my Heavenly Father's face, 

In wrath to me is shown. 
With Him, who knoweth all my need, 

I would be left alone. 
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OH I ask not, hope thou not too much 
Of sympathy below, 
Few are the hearts whence once a touch 

Bids the sweet fountains flow; 
Few, and by still conflicting powers 

Forbidden here to meet : 
Such ties would make this life of ours 
Too fair for aught so fleet. 

The tune that speaks of other times — 

A sorrowful delight — 
The melody of distant chimes. 

The sound of waves by night, 
The wind that with so many a tone, 

Some chord within can thrill— 
These may have language all thine one, 

To him a mystery still. 

Yet scorn thou not, for this, the true 

And steadfast love of years, 
The kindly that from childhood grew, 

The faithful to thy tears. 



STANZAS, ETC. 125 

If there be one that o*er the dead 

Hath in thy grief borne part, 
And watch' d through sickness by thy bed, 

Call his a kindred heart. 

But for those bonds all perfect made, 

Wherein bright spirits blend, 
Like sister flowers of one sweet shade. 

With the same breeze that bend — 
For thaf full bliss of thought allied. 

Never to mortals given — 
Oh ! lay thy lovely dreams aside. 

Or lift them into heaven. 



Stanzas for a |ritnl> in ^maia. 



IT must be so ; the feeling heart must oft receive 
a wound. 
Must often be compelled to part from those it 

twined around: 
It must be so ; life's shadows still must lengthen 

o'er our way. 
And darkness those bright places fill, where shone 

joy's sunniest ray. 
11* 
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It must be so; the hopes of youth, the schemes 

gay fancy wove, 
The fictions we believed as true, must all delusive ' 

- prove ; 
And e'en in manhood's riper day, with wisdom 

for Our guide, 
The prop selected for our stay, oft proves a reed 

when tried : 
It must be so ; our hours of bliss, like a sweet 

April gleam, 
Just smile on such a world as this, then vanish 

like a dream. 
Hope*s Iris, with its beauteous braid, melts in the 

clouds it wreathes, 
Joy's roseate flower begins to fade, e'en while its 

fragrance breathes : 
It must be so; the friends beloved, who cheered 

life's earlier day. 
By time estranged, by death removed, pass one 

by one away; 
Till of)}, ere half its sands can fall, we look around 

and sigh — 
How many now my tears recall, whose, smile once 

blest my eye ! 
While o'er the heart these changes come, and 

man, earth's transient guest. 



FOR A FRIEND IN^ SORROW, 127 

Learns that the soul has here no home, no seat 
of tranquil rest; 

Then whither turns that eye, now dim with dis- 
appointed hope! 

Asks he fair Truth to draw for him, her heavenly 
horoscope ! 

Alas ! too oft he turns his grief; calls back enjoy- 
ments past; 

Lives o'er again those moments brief, too blest, 
too bright to last; 

Forgets that bitters marred the sweet, and thorns 
the flowers, e'er then; 

Feels that his sun of bliss has set, and twilight 
days remain. 

Or if from Grrief he pass away, to seek a sterner 
guide, 

Philosophy ! he courts thy sway, thy loftier code 
is tried; 

But reason the firm mind may win, and nerve ite 
high resolves. 

While on its axis, dark within, the restless heart 
revolves. 

'Tis braced and disciplined, not healed; its wounds 
are staunched, not cured ; 

These moral anodynes but yield calm midst the 
pain endured : 



128 STANZAS, ETC. 

Not this the kind result designed, by Him who 

from above 
Thus breaks each tie too strongly twined, that we 

may seek his love. 
E'en as the bird " stirs up her nest," to make her 

nurslings fly. 
He here forbids us to find rest, towards heaven 

to raise our eye. 
The sunshine is from earth removed, that heaven 

more bright may seem. 
The heart denied what most it loved, till there 

He reign supreme, 
Then all around a light is shed, which ne'er will 

fade away; 
More radiant grows the path we tread, e'en " to 

the perfect day/' 
Each wound is healed, each want supplied, joys 

given, which leave us never; 
She heart's deep longing satisfied, and satisfied 

forever. 



TO A BEREAVED CHRISTIAN FRIEND. 129 
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MOURNER ! is thy heart still grieving, 
Secret tears sad traces leaving, 
Frequent sighs thy bosom heaving? 
Why dost thou weep? 

Dost thou mourn those gone before thee? 
Lost is not the love they bore thee. 
They may now be watching o'er thee — 
Why dost thou weep ? 

Though thy path on earth be shaded, 
Has. not death left uninvaded * 
Worlds of bliss and joy's unfaded ? 
Why dost thou weep? 

Hath not Christ thy sins remitted? 
Will not thy glad soul, when fitted, 
Into heaven be soon admitted? 

Why dost thou weep? 

Should the ills of life distress thee? 
Grief, care, loneliness depress thee. 
With thy Saviour near to bless thee? 
Why dost thou weep ? 



130 TME MAN OF SORROWS. 

Ever near to walk beside thee, 

Near to couDsel, guard and guide thee? 

Say, can any ill betide thee? 

Why dost thou weep? 
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DOST thou complain of sorrow ? look on Him ! 
His visage marred, his eye with suffering dim ; 
The load of unknown agony he bore. 
Forced out great drops of blood from every pore. 
For God's rebuke did even break his heart. 

Dost thou complain of want ? thy Lord, thy Head, 
Was meanly lodged, was coarsely clothed and fed ; 
He hungered, and was thirsty ; faint with heat ; 
He walked from place to place with weary feet : 
What couch of rest was His who came to save ? 
A manger first, a cross, and then a grave. 

Dost thou complain of coldness, slighting, scorn ? 
Look on thy Lord, deserted and forlorn ! 
Who has such right devoted love to expect. 
Yet met with such unparalleled neglect ? 



THE MAN OF SORROWS, 131 

E'en in his bitterest grief no friend was given, 
Denied alike all help from earth and heaven. 
Dost thou complain of shame and deep disgrace ? 
Look on thy sinless Lord, and hide thy face ! 
Stripped, crowned with thorns, scourged, spit on, 

set at nought 
To trial, as malefactor, brought — 
Then crucified with thieves, in public view 
The death of vilest criminals the due. 

Dost thou complain of that worst evil, sin ? 
And mourn its deep defilement spread within ! 
Lay thy sick soul beneath that cross one hour. 
The deadly venom loses there its power ; 
A stream flows thence, which, though of crimson 

glow, 
Makes the polluted soul as white as snow. 

Dost thou complain of agonizing pain? 
Behold that cross ! behold it not in vain ! 
View those racked limbs, that torn and bleeding 

brow ! 
Hark! from that tortured form what accents 

flow I 
Prayer for His murderer's pardon ! words of 

balm, 
His mother's anguish to console and calm. 



132 LINES TO A WANDERER. 

Dost thou complain because thou soon must die ? 
Look on thy Lord, nor dread the latest sigh ! 
Drinking the bitterest potion death could steep, 
He changed it to a beatific sleep: 
In death, in life, in want, pain, guilt, or grief, 
Look to that cross, there seek and find relief. 



f iRts t0 a Manhni; 



Isaiah 55 : 2. 



POOR wearied spirit I Like the dove 
Out of the ark, fatigued, distrest, 
Why o'er the wast of waters rove, 
With panting breast? 

The storms of life have gathered round, 

On the changed earth no bowers appear; 
No spot to build thy nest is found, 
'Tis stripped and drear. 

Lookst thou beneath thee! Wave on wave 

Heaves darkly, preluding the storm; 
Not long canst thou the tempest brave 
With that frail form. 



LINES TO A WANDERER. 133 

Already has the rougli hail beat 

On thy young plumage, and thy wing, 
Struggling against the driving sleet, 
Needs sheltering. 

And thou art faint for want of food, 

Thy song is now a plaintive cry, 
On the wide sea no crumbs are strewed. 
There thou must die. 

I see thy fluttering pinions droop. 

Fly to the ark, poor bird I make haste ; 
Struggle no longer, meekly stoop, 
Till there embraced. 

Driven by the tenipest, shouldst thou sink, 

Ere thou hast reached that rest divine, 
My heart with anguish bleeds to think 
What fate were thine. 
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IT is not death that frights me, Lord, 
'Tis not the grave, so cold; 
For well I know the chilly earth 
Will but my /orm enfold. 

The darksome river may lie deep. 

Its current wild and strong; 
Yet at thy word I'd launch my bark 

With a triumphant song. 

My treasures lie beyond the tide, 

My loved ones gone before, 
And I would join the ransomed souls, 

That throng the shining shore. 

Oh ! not for dying grace, my God, 
Do I in anguish plead. , 

Thou wilt not leave a trusting child. 
In her last hour of need I 

The boon I crave at morn, and eve, 
Thou, only thou, canst give; 

My heart speaks not through lying lips : 
Lord, teach me how to live 1 



HYMN OF TEE, ETC. 136 

Grant patience for life's countless ills, 

And courage in the right: 
My strength is weakness, therefore help, 

Lord of all powej: and might. 
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OH wondrous glories ! beatific change ! 
Is this the hour 
Of which, though groundless terrors, fancies 

strange, 
I feared the power? 
Had I then seen what death alone brings nigh. 
My dread had been to live and not to die ! 

'Tis well the imprisoned soul can ne'er conceive 

The boundless bliss. 
Beyond what hope could picture, faith believe. 

Of life like this. 
Earth's accents falter ! thoughts within me burn, 
To tell which, heaven's own language I must 
learn ! 



136 HYMN OF THE, ETC. 

That wall opaque, forever broken down, 

Veiled from my sight 
Forms, beauties, glories, mysteries unknown. 

Scenes of delight. 
Which now entrance me, while my quickened soul, 
All eye, ear, feeling, sense, can grasp the whole. 

Ye radiant spirits ! while with smiles of love 

Ye share my joy; 
Is it to welcome me to realms above, 

Ye deign to employ 
Harps which breathe round such thrilling melody ? 
To hear them only once, 't were well to die I 

Oft while I wandered in yon earthly vale. 

And upward gazed, 
T longed your forms, your golden harps to hail : 

But now amazed, 
I feel no mortal fabric could sustain 
Such sights, such sounds : " To die indeed is gain." 

Yet this is but the dawn of heaven's bright day. 

What will it be. 
There, where His glory shines with cloudless ray, 

That God to see. 
Who pours through all my soul this gushing tide. 
Oh "joy unspeakable and glorified?" 



TBE ALABASTER BOX. 137 
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"Wherefore I Bay unto thee, her Bins, which are many, 
are forgiven, for she loved much ; hut to whom little is fur> 
given, the same loveth little." — ^ Luke vii. 47. 



TTTITH a slow and noiseless footstep, ' 
* ^ Downcast look and humble mien, 
Stealing in the Saviour's presence, 
Once a lowly form was seen. 

While around him were reclining 

Friends who claimed him as their guest, 

Sadly this unbidden stranger 
Took her place among the rest. 

Not a single word she uttered, 

Bowing there, a bruised reed. 
And a broken, if repentance 

Failed with him her cause to plead 

See her eyes, with sorrow streaming, 
Eaised one moment to his own, 

Reading at a glance the welcome 
By his look of love made known. 

rz* 



138 THE ALABASTER BOX. 

« 

See her break the sealed marble, 

Hasten to anoint his feet; 
Pouring, while the costly perfume 

Shed around its odor sweet. 

With her tears his feet bedewing. 

See, she wipes them with her hair ! 
By her acts of kindness showing 

Faith and love enkindled there. 

Oh ! the burden of that sorrow ! 

Oh ! that agony of guilt ! 
For whose healing and whose cleansing, 

Sacred blood must yet be spilt. 

Spilt as freely as the ointment 
From the broken box could be, 

Gushing from the unsealed fountain 
Of his love upon the tree. 

"This man, if he were a prophet" — 
Reasoned one within his heart — 

" Would have known she was a sinner, 
And have bidden her depart.^ 



jy 



But that mild reproof, and gentle, 
As the Saviour read his thought. 

How it thrilled her soul with rapture ! 
For it spoke the pardon sought: 



I 



TME ALABASTER BOX. 13<J 

"I within thy house have entered — 

Did a kiss my coming greet! 
Yet this woman, though a sinner, 

Hath not ceased to kiss my feet ! 

" For my head no oil thou gavest ; 

But this woman did not spare 
With her tears of love to bathe them, 

And to wipe them with her hair. 

" Countless as the drops of ocean 

Though her sins, they are all forgiven ; 

Much she sinned, yet much she loveth — 
Love's the key to open heaven." 

" Oh I that I might thus, behold him"— 

Whispers now sad unbelief — 
" Be admitted to his presence. 

Hear his voice forbid my grief." 

Hasten to him — he is near thee; 

Bring thy spirit, let it Jjreak ; 
Richest treasures of affection — 

Pour them out for Jesus' sake ! 

Love and. look ! his smile is o'er thee ; 

Love'' and listen ! 'tis his voice ; 
" Loving much, thou 'rt much forgiven ; 

In my love henceforth rejoice." 



140 THET WENT AND TOLD JESUS. 
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"And they went and told Jesus." — Matt. xiv. 12. 



THEY went and told Jesus ! Oli wisdom indeed, 
To go in their anguish, so quickly to him ; 
He, he is the friend whom these mourners most 
need, 
His heart is overflowing with pity for them. 

They went and told Jesus ! They knew that his 
eye 
Could pierce through the veil which enwrapped 
them in woe ; 
When those who are dear to us suffer and die, 
We'll learn from these stricken ones where we 
may go. 

They went and told Jesus ! Oh, privilege high, 
The pain which they felt was then piercing his 
breast ; 
His listening ear caught the martyr's last sigh, 
As he passed from this world to the heaven of 
rest. 



J 
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AFTER our child's untroubled breath 
Up to the Father took its way, 
And on our home the shade of death, 
Like a long twilight .hunting lay. 

And friends came round with us to weep 

Her little spirit's swift remove, 
This story of the Alpine Sheep 

Was told to us by one we love. 

" They, in the valley's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadow's tender prime, 

And when the sod grows brown and bare. 
The shepherd strives to make them climb. 

" To airy shelves of pasture green, 
That hang along the mountain's side. 

Where grass and flowers together lean. 

And down through mist the sunbeams slide. 

" But naught can tempt the timid things 
That steep and rugged path to try. 

Though sweet the shepherd calls and sings. 
And seared below the pastures lie. 



142 THE ALPINE SEEEP. 

" Till in his arms their lambs he takes, 

Along the dizzy verge to go, 
Then, heedless of the lifts and breaks, 

They follow on o'er rocks and snow. 

'^ And in those pastures lifted fair, 
More dewy soft than lowland mead, 

The shepherd drops his tender care, 
And sheep and lambs together feed." 

This parable, by nature breathed, 
Blew on me as the south-winS free, 

O'er frozen brooks that float unsheathed 
From icy thraldom to the sea. 

A blissful vision through the night 
Would all my happy senses sway. 

Of the good shepherd on the height, 
Or climbing up the stony way. 

Holding our little lamb asleep; 

And, like the burden of the sea, 
Sounded that voice along the deep. 

Saying, "Arise, and follow me." 

Mrs. Maria Lowell. 
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ALONE to die! the loved away, 
And none the tear to shed, 
No heart to soothe, or lip to pray, 

Or mourn for him when dead. 
While thoughts of home came but to shroud 

Its memory in gloom. 
Where was its loved, to ray the cloud 
That hovers round the tomb. 

Alone with death! Oh who could blame. 

If even faith burned dim ! 
But holy thoughts like "angels came, 

And ministered to him." * 

They gently hushed the parting breath, 

Nor bade his smile depart; 
Still lingered on the shades of death, 

That twilight of the heart- 

And strangers too — the kind, the good — 

Drew round that fading eye; 
For,, linked in Christian brotherhood, 

They saw a brother die. 



H4 / WILL GO TO JUS US, 

And prayer througli Him wlio died to save 
Each lip was breathing 'round; 

Prayer hallowed too the stranger's grave, 
And made it holy ground. 

We bless them from our home afar, 

Though life be dark and lone, ,^ 
Yet o'er its night there moves one star, 

God's love that in them shone. 
Strangers ! and yet for them has risen 

The spirit's grateful prayer, 
Unknown on earth to meet in heaven, 

There are no strangers there. 
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FATHER! my soul is weary, it cleaveth to 
the dust, 
And wild rebellious feelings betray my spirit's 

trust ', 
But I will go to Jesus, and tell Him all my wo. 
For He my soul will strengthen, to battle wirh 
the foe. 



/ WILL GO TO JESUS. 145 

Father! the wily tempter is triumphing o'er 

me 
He sees Thy choicest hlessings have lured my 

love from Thee; 
But I will go to Jesus, though heavy be the 

chain, 
And He will gently lead me back to Thy feet 

again. 

Father ! Thy grace hath taken the idols of my 

love, 
And sent my soul an exile 'mid strangers' joys 

to rove; 
But T will go to Jesus — I am not yet alone, 
And He will teach the wanderer to say. Thy 

will be done. 

Father ! Thy face is hidden, turn not my hope 

away 
In sorrow, shame, and darkness, am I condemned 

to stray; 
But I will go to Jesus — confess my grievous 

sin. 

For He, I know, will hear me, and shed His 

light within. 
13 



146 BEHOLD THE CROSS. 

Father ! Thy love hath risen a star in sorrow's 

night, 
And brighter, brighter shineth the peace reviving 

light; 
Oh, I will go to Jesus, and fell Him all my joy. 
For he hath prayed, lest Satan, my faith should 

quite destroy. 

Come ye that love the Saviour, and hear what 

He hath done. 
His precious blood hath cleansed me, and made 

me all his own 
Oh come with me to Jesus — and rest beneath 

His wing. 
Throughout Creation's limits, loud let His praises 

ring. 
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BENIGHTED once where Alpine storms 
Have buried hosts of martial forms; 
Halting with fear, benumbed with cold, 
While swift the avalanches rolled; 
Shouted our guide with quivering breath. 
The path is lost ! to move is death ! 



BEHOLD THE CROSS. 147 

The savage snow-cliffs seemed to frown, 
The howling winds came fiercer down, 
Shrouded in^uch a dismal scene, 
No mortal aid whereon to lean. 
Think you what music 'twas to hear, - 
I see the cross ! the way is clear ! 

Night gathers round — Sin's storms rage high, 

My dearest joys all buried lie; 

I hear no sound — I see no light, 

No guide from heaven to set me right; 

While Hell my ruin plots beneath. 

The path is lost ! to move is death ! 

Where'er I turn, there meets my eyes, 
Earth with its fair deceitful guise; 
Perplexed with doubts, I dare not move, 
I would not farther from Thee rove! 
Hark! from above a voice I hear, 
Behold the cross! thy way is clear! 

Thanks fill my soul, my fears take flight, 

I seek a glorious cross of light; 

But, Ah ! what object meets my view ? 

A heavy cross of midnight hue! 

Oh flesh, I cry with quiv'ring breath. 

The path is found ! hut His thy death ! 
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BURIAL HYMN, 149 

Oh ! soon through this motionless hody, 
The warm, loving lifetide shall pour; 

And hlushing with joy, shall revisit 
l^he home it has dwelt in before. 

These clods, in the dull grave reposing, 

Fast sinking in silent decay. 
Shall follow the souls that have, left them, 

On winged winds soaring away. 

So green from the seed springs the blossom, 
Long withered, long hid neath the mould; 

And from the live turf it remembers 
The wide-waving harvest of old. 

Take, earth ! in thy bosom so tender. 
Take, nourish these relics, how fair. 

How noble in death ! we surrender 
This shrine of a man to thy care. 

This clay was the house of the spirit. 
Once built by the breath of our God; 

And here in the light of His wisdom, 
Christ, Lord of the risen, abode. 

Guard well the rich treasure we lend thee! 

The Maker, the Saviour of men 

Shall never forget his beloved. 

But claim his own likeness again. 
13* 



150 BRINGING OUR SHEAVES WITH US. 

Speed on, perfect year! to the morniDg; 

God's fulness shall dawn on the just; 
And thou, open grave ! shalt restore us 

This holy, unchangeable dust. 
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THE time for toil is past, and nigSt is come — 
The last and saddest of the harvest eves ; 
Worn out with labor long and wearisome. 
Drooping and faint the reapers hasten home, 
Each laden with his sheaves. 

Last of the laborers, thy feet I gain, 

Lord of the harvest, and my spirit grieves 
That I am burdened not so much with grain. 
As with a heaviness of heart and brain ; 
Master, behold my sheaves. 

Few, light, and worthless — yet their trifling 
weight 

Through all my frame a weary aching leaves; 
For long I struggled with my hapless fate. 
And stayed and toiled till it was dark and late. 

Yet these are all my sheaves. 



BRINGING OUR SHEAVES WITH US. 151 

Full well I know I have more tares than wheat, 
Brambles and flowers, dry stalks and withered 
leaves ; 
Where T blush and weep, as at thy feet 
I kneel down reverently, and repeat, 
Master, behold my sheaves. 

I know these blossoms, clustering heavily 
With evening dew upon their folded leaves. 

Can claim no value nor utility; 

Therefore shall fragrancy and beauty be 
The glory of my sheaves. 

So do I gather strength and hope anew, 
For well I know thy patient love perceives. 

Not what I did, but what I strove to do; 

And, though the full, ripe ears be sadly few, 
Thou wilt accept my sheaves. 



162 WORDS OF CHEER. 
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HOPE on! Hope ever! there is light before 
thee, • 
Though now dark clouds obscure the guiding 
ray; 
The Future shall a joy and hope restore thee, 
Brighter than all the Past has swept away. 

Yield not to gloom ! be stronger than the legions 
Of bitter thoughts that troop around thee 
now — 

Bid them depart, and to a higher region, 
A purer atmosphere, lift up thy brow*! 

Earth hath no dawnless night — tho' long the 
morning 

Seemeth to linger, she will surely come. 
And with her rosy ray the east adorning, 

Scatter the darkness from the azure dome. 

Wait patiently! ere long the day-star rising 
In cloudless lustre on thy soul shall beam, 

All that seems adverse now with light baptizing. 
And gladdening all thy being with its gleam. 



WORDS OF CHEER. 153 

Think not thou art alone ! The great All-Father 
Careth for thee, and watcheth o'er thy way, 

And there are human hearts that round thee 

, gather, 

Remembering thee, whene'er they kneel to 
pray. 

Is not the spirit by stern strife made stronger ? 

Is not the heart by sorrow purified ? 
Let it but do its perfect work — no longer 

Than thou requirest shall thy soul be tried. 

Meanwhile, look upward! tho' thick gloom sur- 
round thee, 
There is a realm of changeless light above — 
Not aimed in darkness are the shafts that wound 
thee, 
But guided by unerring, perfect Love. 

Hope on ! Hope ever I all good angels aid thee ! 

May ministering spirits cheer thee on ! 
Till every phantom flee which hath dismayed 
thee. 
And every good thou seek'st be fully won ! 

R. A. R. 



154 THE CANCELLED BOND, 
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HE gave me back the bond, 
It was a heavy debt; 
And as He gave, He smiled, and said, 
" Thou wilt not me forget^ 

He gave me back the bond, 

The seal was torn away; 
And as He gave. He smiled, and said, 

" Think thou of me alwayP 

That bond I still will keep. 

Although it cancelled be; 
It tells me what I owe to Him 

Who paid the debt for me. 

I look on it and smile, 

I look again and weep; 
This record of His love to me 

For ever will I keep. 



THE CHRISTIAN AT HOME, 156 ' 

A bond it is no more, 

But it shall ever tell 
That all I owed was fully paid 

By my Emmanuel. 



Wilt Christian at faint. 



THOU 'RT gone up above to the mansions of 
glory, 
Thy Saviour's loved voice has welcomed 

thee in; 
No more the broad shadows that darkened earth's 
story, 
Shall sadden thy spirit with sorrow or sin. 

Thou'rt gone up to swell the glad song of 
salvation, 
And praise to Jehovah, whose nature is 
love 
Ah, many a friend hast thou met, and relation, 
Inhabitants long of the regions above. 



156 THE CHRISTIAN AT HOME, 

No longer thy harp is unstrung on the willcw : 
Earth passed — heaven gained — never more 
wilt thou weep ; 
Into silvery riplets hath glided each billow, 
The " Arms everlasting" our loved one now 
keep. 

Thine eyes are beholding the King in His 
beauty, 
Thine ears are attuned to new songs of renown. 
Thy one great delight is His will and His glory ; 
He carried thy sorrows, thou wearest HU 
crown. 

Far off from thy home, with its comforts and 
pleasures, 
Christ fed thee with manna, till finished life's 
close, 
Alternately fed, led, fhd carried fiis treasure, 
Then, hushed on His bosom, it sank to repose. 

Our beloved one has reached the rest that 
remaineth 
For all who are ransomed (the people of God) ; 
And though our hearts sorrow, this knowledge 
sustaineth, 
Her joy is now full in His own blest abode 



PRAISE, 167 

A loan from the Lord ! Now the gifl is retaken ; 
And though we must weep, we would not 
repine, 
But press upwards and onwards, till we too are 
taken 
To be with our Jesus, and in His light shine. 

E. E. 
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How can I praise Thee ? Wherewith adore 
Thee? 
God, in whose presence the archangels bow ! 
Worm in my baseness — prostrate before Thee — 

What can I utter ? What should I know ? 
This, and this only, my soul, singing softly ; 

Chants, keeping time with the anthems above ; 
This for all praising, my Jesus hath taught 
me: 
"Father, dear Father! Thou'rt love — Thou 

art love P* 
14 



168 PRAISE. 

Angels may sing of Thy greatness and glory — 
Cherubim tell of Thy wisdom and might — 
Seraphim join in the wonderful story — 

All thy works praise Thee, by day and by 
night : 
/, such a little one, nought knowing truly 
Save that one lesson — The Lamb and the 
Dove — 
I can but sing Thee the praise I leartied newly : 
"Father, dear Father! Thou'rt love — Thou 
art love /" 

Love — oh so boundless and free in its giving ! 

Love — oh so pitiful, willing to bless ! 
Love — folding warmly the lowliest living! 

Tenderly soothing the darkest distress 
Mure I shall know when my Saviour has brought 
me 

Home to my Mansion of Praises above : 
Now I sing only this hymn He hath taught me : 

"Father, dear Father Thou'rt hve — Thou 
- art hveP* 






IT IS WELL! 159 
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is well ! it is well I tho' the storm-clouds of 
sorrow 

Have shaded forever the sky of my youth ; 
Tho' no hope sheds a ray o'er the gloomy to- 
morrow, 
And all things seem changed, hut my God and 
* His truth. 

It is well! it is well! tho' the tempests are 
howling, 
And darkness and gloom overshadow my way ; 
Tho' the heavens ahove me like midnight are 
scowling, 
And night has come down ere the noon of my 
day. 

It is well ! tho' the flowers are drooping and 
scattered, 
I once fondly fancied exempt from earth's 
doom ; 
Tho' tho links of the love-chain which bound me 
are shattered, 
To unite nevermore on this side the tomb.- 



160 IT IS WELL! 

All ! yes, it is well, for I know there is shining 
Beyond the dark storm-clouds a light from on 
high, 

And that Infinite Wisdom my lot is designing, 
And fitting me thus for a home in the sky. 

It is well ! for, sometimes 'mid the uproar around 
me, 
A strain of sweet music is borne to my ear ; 
And I know that unseen the bright angels sur- 
round me, 
And Heaven, tho' veiled from my vision, is 
near. 

It is well ! for the flowers which here have been 
blighted, 
Shall bloom in fresh beauty to wither no more ; 
And the earth-severed chain shall again be 
united, 
Where sorrow, and sighing, and parting, are 
O'er. 

It will not be long, ere my pilgrimage ended, 
My voice Heaven's echoing anthem shall swell ; 

And; with the glad song of the angels be blended. 
My chorus of joy, " It is well I it is well !*' 

R. A. R. 
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'rpiS one o'clock — the silvery chimes 
-L Are ringing soft and low, 
Over an infant's cradle-bed, 

As it swings to and fro. 
While smiling near, a mother bends, 

Listening to the clear bells, 
Ringing the babe's sweet advent hour. 

In her heart's deepest wells. 
Tinkle! tinkle! soft and clear, 

, On the loving mother's ear. 

'Tis two — three — four — in merry peals 

Bells strike the passing hour. 
While bliss pours in through every sense, 

As on this mortal shore.. 
The tripping feet of childhood fly, 

While air, and earth, and sky 
Are full of joy, and childhood's bells 

Are ringing clear and high. 

Jingle! jingle! clear and high, 

Ring the bells of childhood's sky. 
14* 
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Now five and six ring on the ear, 

In deeper golden notes, 
And tender chimes, and loving peals 

Round youth's sweet dream-life floats. 
Those notes are filling every sense 

Of the young maiden life, 
And their soft, mellow lullabies,^ 

Hush every thought of strife. 
Love me, love me ring the bells, 
As round fair youth their music swells. 

^Tis seven now — 'tis eight — 'tis nine — 

And deeper sounds the bell. 
As in the solemn march of life, 

They ring with fuller swell ; 
And tell of strife, and toil and care, 

Of grief and sundered ties. 
And to the heart subdued by grief. 
They're ringing in the skies, 

Of rest above, where Jesus dwells, 
Come home, come home, they faintly 
swell. 

'Tis ten o'clock — the vanished hours 

Ring out their warning tones. 
The silver notes of infancy. 

And golden chimes are gone. 



THE CLOCK OF HUMAN LIFE, 163 

The past is all a fleeting dream; 
The future — oh ! how grand ! 
As 'mid its deep and solemn peals^ 
SV^ith parted lips we stand. 

Ding-dong — ding-dong it slowly tolls, 
Pealing the requiem of souls. 

The clock has struck eleven — hark I 

• The awful moments pass, 

'Mid muffled bells, we hear them die. 

And watch timers hour-glass. 
Solemn and slow, we hear their knell, 

They ring of ending strife ; 
There's more of tender joy than grief, 

Which fJblls of endless life. 

Oh I joyful knells, life's evening bell, 
Of conflicts passed their music tells. 

'Tis twelve o'clock^- the midnight hour 

Bolls out its thrilling knell ; 
Ah I not of grief, and not of death 

Does its deep tolling tell. 
To Christian souls — so high I so grand! 
' Are the bright hopes it rings, 
That 'mid the solemn knells of time 

The parting spirit sings. 

As midnight bolls fade soft away, 
'Tis endless one in upper day. 
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'Tie endless one in that bright world, 

One everlasting day. 
Hours have pealed their last farewell, 

And minutes passed away. 
'Tis one effulgent brilliant noon, 

One flood of light and love, 
One solemn never ending now 
In that sweet home above. 
Oh I the deep joy of evermore 
When waking first on that blest shore. 

H. B. M'Keever. 
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Jer. XX xi. 9. 



T EXIST in Jesus, weeping mourner I 
Fear not! He is guiding thee; 
By the streams of living waters 
He is leading tenderly. 

All thy tearful supplications 
Fall upon His listening ear ; 

He will grant relief in anguish, 
And have pity on thy prayer. 



I 



! 
I 
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Though thy path be rough and lonely, 

He will never lead astray : 
He is guiding thee, with wisdom, 

By a straight, though painful way. 

Every step He takes before thee, 
Whisp'ring comfort all the while: 

He will brighten thy sad spirit, 
And thine hours of grief beguile. 

By the waters so refreshing 
Thou Shalt never fainting be; 

For the loving arms of Jesus 
Are around to shelter thee. 

All along thy pathway flowing. 

Is this stream of life divine ; 
Thou art passing on to glory, 

And a Father's care is thine. 

Trust thy Father, tried believer; 

Dwell and live not on thy grief: 
'Tis His love appoints thy sadness, 

'Tis His joy to grant relief. 
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BE patient, tried one, for thy Jesus knows, 
And hath a healing balm for all thy woes ; 
Appoints what time thy sorrows to remove — 
His yoke upon thy neck is only love. 

Be patient, sufferer, glory give to God; 
'Tis not in anger He applies the rod; 
But that the graces He hath wrought in thee, 
By His own Spirit, all may clearly see. 

'Tis thus His sons are made for glory meet; 
They taste some nauseous drops before the sweet ; 
Their Lord hath spared them more — He drained 

the cup 
Of bitterness, when He was lifted up ! 

And oh ! what joy awaits each fainting heart, 
That now J in His salvation has a part; 
A little while — and then the cruel thorn. 
That rends mortality, shall quite be gone. 

E. E. 
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" For we hare not an High Priest which cannot be touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities. 



t9 



OH thou, who once didst wander here, 
A pilgrim's weary way, 
No stranger Thou to every fear 
That shakes th' inhabitant of clay; 
For sorrow's stormy cloud its torrent shed, 
And aimed its thunders at thy guiltless head. 

The thorns that pierced thy bleeding brow, 

Wound, as I pass, my pilgrim feet; 
A stranger, I, like Thee, below 
Seek in the grave my last retreat; 
There shall I slumber, free from rude alarms, 
From pain's sharp conflict, and from life's deep 
harms. 

Safe from the false world's summer smiles. 

Safe from the winter's angry frown, 
Safe from the tempter's cruel wiles. 
With Thee, my Lord, I lay me down 
On thy low bed, till angels bid me rise. 
And share thy triumphs in thy native skies. 
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" QOI" o'er some the waves are dashing- 

^ Angry tempests round them roar— 
Ocean's billows wildly lashing 

From the centre to the shore. 
Vainly strives the barque to ride them, 

Helm unshipped, and gone her mast. 
Yet, 'tis 80 the Master guides them 

To their destined port at last. 

" So !" round some, soft zephyrs playing 

Waft them gently o'er the sea — 
Not an angry wave delaying 

From the shore where they would be. 
0*er unruffled waters gliding, 

Till the pleasant voyage is past, 
For, 'tis 80 the Lord is guiding 

To the destined port at last. 

" So !" on some, dead calms are resting, 

Or, if these awhile remove. 
Baffling head-winds still are breasting 

Every faint attempt to move. 
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By some anchor ever clinging 

In earth's troubled waters cast, 
iTet, 'tis «o the Lord is bringing 

Them to reach the port at last. 

" 80 !" if Thou, oh 1 Father, guide us — 

If Thy hand is on the helm. 
We will trust, whatever betide us. 

We will smile, tho' seas overwhelm. 
If Thou but art near to cherish, 

From no tempest will we shrink, 
Only crying, " Save ! we perish !" 

When our frail barque seems to sink. 

Saviour I Thou didst walk the waters 

Long ago in Galilee, 
Help Thy trembling sons and daughters 

Tossed upon a wilder sea. 
Let Thy voice, thro* tempests ringing, 

Heard above earth's fiercest blast, 

Whisper, "«o the Lord is bringing 

Each one safely home at last." 

R. A. R. 
16 
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WHO is this in silence bending, 
O'er a dark sepulchral cave 1^ 
Sympathetic sorrow blending 

With the tears around that grave ! 
Christ, the Lord, is standing by, 
At the tomb of Bethany. 

When the pangs of trial seize us. 
When the waves of sorrow roll, 
I will lay my head on Jesus — 
Pillow of the troubled soul : 
Surely nonS can feel like thee, 
Weeping One of Bethany ! 

" Jesus w,ept !" — and still in glory 

He can mark each mourner's tear, 
Loving to retrace the story 
Of the hearts He solaced here. 
Lord, if I am calFd to die, 
Let me think of Bethany ! 
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" Jesus wept !" — that tear of sorrow 

Is a legacy of love. 
Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow. 
He the same doth ever prove. 
Thou art all in all to me, 
Living One of Bethany I 
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IF we knew the cares and crosses. 
Crowding round our neighbor's way; 
If we knew the little losses. 

Sorely grievous day by day. 
Would we then so often chide him. 
For his lack of thrift and gain, , 
Leaving on his heart a shadow, 
Leaving on our lives a stain? 

If we knew the clouds above us. 
Held by gentle blessings there, 

Would we turn away all trembling 
In our blind and weak despair? 
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Would we shrink from little shadows 

Lying on the dewy grass, 
While 'tis only birds of Eden, 

Just in mercy flying past? 

If we knew the silent story, 

Quivering through the heart of pain, 
Would our womanhood dare to doom them 

Back to haunts of guilt again ? 
Life hath many a tangled crossing, 

Joy hath many a break of woe. 
And the cheeks, tear-washed, are whitest — 

This the blessed angels know. 

Let us reach into our bosoms 

For the key to other lives, 
And with love toward erring nature, 

Cherish good that all survives. 
So that when our disrobed spirits 

Soar to realms of light again. 
We may say, dear Father, judge us 

As we judge our fellow men. 
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f\B- • what a mighty change 
^ Shall Jesus' suflFerers know, 
While o'er the happy plains they range, 

Incapable of woe I 
No ill-requitecl love 

Shall there our spirits wound, 
No base ingratitude above — 

No sin in heaven is found. 

There all our griefs are spent. 

There all our sufferings end. 
We cannot there the fall lament 

Of a departed friend, 
A brother, .dead to God, 

By sin, alas! undone — 
No father there, in passion loud. 

Cries, oh ! my son ! my son I 

Nor slightest touch of pain, 

Nor sorrow's least alloy, 
Can violate our rest, or stain 

Our purity of joy : 
16* 
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In that eternal day, 

No clouds or tempests rise; 
These gushing tears are wiped away 

Forever from our eyes. 

' This languishing desire 

Which now for heaven we feel, 
Shall then delightfully expire 

In joy ineflFable: 
The weight of glorious bliss 

That to our share shall fall, 
Not angel-tongues can half express. 

But we shall have it all. 
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THE sun hjd sunk in the West 
For a little while, 
And the clouds which had gathered to see 
him die. 
Had caught his dying smile. 
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We sat in the door of our Tent, 

In the cool of the day, 
Towards the quiet meadow 

Where misty shadows lay. 

And over the mountains of Moab 

Afar, 
We saw the first sweet gleam 

Of the first star. 

The great and terrible Land 

Of Wilderness and drought, 
Lay in the shadows behind us, 

For the Lord had brought us out. 

The great and terrible river. 

Though shrouded still from view, 

Lay in the shadows before us, 

But the Lord would bear us through. 

In the stillness and the star-light. 

In sight of the Blessed Land, 
We thought of the by-gone Desert life. 

And the burning, blinding sand. 

Many a dreary sunset. 

Many a dreary dawn, 
We had watched upon those desert hills. 

As we pressed slowly on. 
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Yet sweet had been the silent dews 
Which from God's Presence fell, 

And the still hours of resting 
By Palm-tree and by Well, 

Till we pitched our Tent at last, 

The Desert done, 
Where we saw the hills of the Holy Land 

Gleam in our sinking sun. 

And we sat in the door of our Tent, 

In the cool of the day. 
Towards the quiet meadow 

Where misty shadows lay. 

We were talking about tite King, 

And our elder Brother, 
As we were used often to speak 

One to another. 

The Lord standing quietly by, 

In the shadows dim. 
Smiling, perhaps, in the dark, to hear 

Our sweet, sweet talk of Him. 

"I think, in a little while," 

I said at length, 
"We shall see His Face in the City 

Of everlasting strength. 
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" And sit down under the shadow 

Of His smile, 
With great delight and thanksgiving, 
: To rest awhile." 

"But the River — the awful River, 

In the dying light," 
And, even as he spoke, the murmur 

Of a River rose on the night ! 

And One came up through the meadow, 

Where the mists lay dim, 
Till He stood by my friend in the star-light, 

And spake to him: 

"I have come to call thee Home," 

Said our veiled Guest; 
" The terrible journey of life is done, 

I will take thee into Rest. 

"Arise! thou shalt come to the Palace, 

To rest thee for ever;" 
And He pointed across the dark meadow, 

And down to the River. 

And my friend rose up in the shadows, 

And turned to me — 
" Be of good cheer," I said faintly, 

"For He calleth thee." 
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For I knew by His loving Voice, 

His kingly word 
The veiled Guest in the star-light dim 

Was Christ, the Lord. : 

So we three went slowly down 

To the River side, 
Till we stood in the heavy shadows 

By the black, wild tide. 

I could hear that the Lord was speaking 

Deep words of grace — 
I could see their blessed reflection ^ 

On my friend's pale face. 

The strong and desolate tide 

Was hurrying wildly past. 
As he turned to take my hand once more, 

And say, Farewell, at last. 

"Farewell — I cannot fear! 

Oh, seest thou His grace 1' 
And even as he spoke, he turned 

Again to the Master's Face. 

So they two went closer down 

To the River side, 
And stood in the heavy shadows 

By the black, wild tide. 
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But when the feet of the Lord 

Were come to the waters dim, 
They rose to stand, on either hand, 
-And left a path for Him; 

So they two passed over swiftly 

Towards the Groal; 
But the wistful, longing gaze ' 

Of the passing soul 

Grew only more wrapt and joyful 
As he clasped the Master's hand; 

I think, or ever he was aware. 

They were come to the Holy Land. 

Now I sit alone in the door of my Tent, 

In the cool of the day, 
Towafds the quiet meadow 

Where misty shadows play. 

The great and terrible Land 

Of Wilderness and drought. 
Lies in the shadows behind me. 

For the Lord hath brought me out; 

The great and terrible River 

I stood that night to view. 
Lies in the shadows before me. 

But the Lord will bear me through. 
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TAPS. 

'' Onr ward fronts on the sea, and the night bngle-mnsio 
ifl blown away on the sea wind, and oomes back. to us in 
sweet fragments. It is nine o'clock : the* day, full of fear 
and hope, is ended; and while I write, the sick men are all 
quiet in their little oamp-beds. A moment more, and the 
last bugle will sound, signal for silence and darkness. Now 
it begins, and the notes, rising and falling, say as plainly 
as music can say anything : ' Put it out ; put it — out ; pvt 
— it — out!' 

** It is a clear, golden call, almost a human Toioe, falling 
softer and slower to the end; and when well played, linger- 
ing a little at the last, like some one very cautiously hush- 
ing a baby to sleep," Ac. — Part of a letter from U. S. Army 
Hotpital, 



THE clear notes rising, climb 
A ladder of sweet sound, 
And from each golden round 
The ascending angels, nearing heaven, do chime 
" God's watch begins, put your dim lanterns out V* 

Put out each earthly light; 

It is God's shadow falls 

Along the darkening walls, 
Closing us round, when men say, "it is night :" 
Ee draws so near it shuts the daylight o^it. 
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Forbear each scheme of ill ; 

Good angels walk the ward, 

And heaven is all abroad 
When twilight falls and Earth lies hushed and 

still; 
Boom for the angels ! Put the dark deeds out. 

Put out all thoughts of care : 

Rest gently, aching head; 

He stands beside the bed. 
Who brings in peace and healing, unaware. 
And sends soft-footed Sleep to shut Pain out. 

Put out — quite out — the light ! 

Hark! as the notes grow faint. 

Was that a new-voiced saint 
Who climbed with them and scaled the stariy 

height? • 
Has from among us any soul gone out? 

God's love falls as a screen, 

Where lights burn dim and pale. 
No flickering flame shall fail. 

For with His hand held steadfastly between 

No wind can blow to put these life-lamps out. 
16 
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Through Earth's long night He waits, 

Till to the Soul's glaJ eyes, 

Filled with divine surprise, 
Eleaven opens wide her golden morning gates : 
Tken^ Day being come, He breathes the candle 
out. 



%istniaB, 



TT is the joyous season, when every home looks 

-^ gay, 

When round the hearth-stone gather the dear 

ones long away, 
When friend to friend sends greeting, and with 

Christmas wreaths are twined. 
The better links that fetter heart to heart, and 

mind to mind, 
When the wish of love is spoken, the simple 

gift exchanged, 
And hearts again united, perchance awhile 

estranged. 



CHRISTMAS, 183 

There are many friends around me, the ones 

who love me most, 
For within my own home's precincts abides a 

loving host, 
And few, whatever their station or worthiness 

^ may be, 
Can claim more true affection than here encircles me ; 
Not mine by right of merit, but gushing warm 

and free. 
My Father's choicest blessing — earth's dearest 

boon to me. 

Yet though around me gather on this auspicious day, 
Many I love most dearly, others are far away ) 
And my busy thoughts are flitting to many a 

far off spot. 
And many an absent one, by whom I would 

not be forgot; 
Oh ! friends ! oh ! distant dear ones ! my heart 

goes forth to you — 
Accept the simple greeting of its earnest words 

and true. 

Ah! many chords are thrilling to memory's 

tender touch. 
And words can breathe so little — the heart 

can feel so much; 
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A strauger and a captive — an exile fron. 

above, 
Who cannot tell her fulness, in our strange 

tongue — is love. 
The world hath not a language to pour her 

treasures forth, 
And her speech is ever broken, while wandering 

on the earth. 

Doubt not the depths of feeling, no effort can 

unseal I 
Doubt not the true affection, words never can 

reveal I 
They do but mock its meaning, and, silent from 

despair 
Of making known its fulness, it pours itself in 

prayer ; 
And I, who may not greet you with kindly 

look and tone, 
May bear your names upon my heart, and kneel 

before the throne. 

Father ! love's trembling earnestness and warmth 

to Thee are known ! 
Saviour ! its earth-born feebleness and tears were 

once Thine own ! 
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Tempted in all things like us ! oh ! surely Thou 

didst prove 
The troubled depths, the bitterness, the fears 

of human love. 
And Thou, when with Thy chosen ones upon 

the verge to^part. 
Didst pour, in fervent prayer for them, the 

feelings of Thy heart. 

Hear me for all I love — for these, the dear 

ones at my side. 
For others not less dear, from whom distance 

and space divide — 
Thou knowest them all — each spirit lies open 

to Thee to-day — 
Not one of all for whom I plead from Thee is 

far away — 
And Thou art love, my Father ! oh ! voiceless 

e'en in prayer 
Is my full heart — Thou readest it — I yield 

them to Thy care. 

Thou seest their need — Thy mercies, are every 

morning new. 

All I could ask or seek for them. Thou hast 

the power to do — 
16* 
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The power and willingness. My God! I bless 

Thee that Thy love 
Surpasses mine as is Thy power my feebleness 

above. 
Yet, yet, 'tis hard to realize, to feel that this 

can be, 
That Thou dost love them more than I, dear 

as they are to me. 

Some loved from early childhood, companions 
of my play, 

Whose images are blended with many a Christ- 
mas day. 

Brothers and sisters, scattered far abroad Upon 
the earth, 

When shall we meet again as in those days of 
childish mirth? 

Never ! oh, never I till we meet upon the heavenly 
plain. 

On earth the Christmases of yore can never 
come again. 

And others scarce less cherished, once at this 

season near. 
Now severed far and widely, claim many a 

thought and tear, 
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And friends of later days, round whom my very 

soul seems twined, 
Come thronging silently from out the chambers 

of my mind; 
Some too, to whose remembrance I scarce dare 

lay a claim; 
And some, from whom my simple songs win 

me a friend's dear name. 

Enough ! enough ! I think of them with throb- 
bing heart and brow. 

And as the twilight darkens, they gather round ^ 
me now. 

Beloved! I cannot tell you the thoughts that 
fill my soul, 

For a thousand memories throng me, which 
mock the wilFs control. 

God shield and bless you ever ! and at length, 
earth's partings past ! 

Oh ! may He safely bring us to His own brigln 
home at last. 

K. A. R. 
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''T^IS Sabbath eve in Autumn time, 
-*- And closely gather round the fire 
The children, and their children, too, 
The mother and the honored sire. 

The ^ay-haired father, soft and low. 
Hums snatches of some sacred song — 

In accents feeble, broken now. 

And not as erst they flowed along. 

The good wife oft essays to join 

The voice she loved in other days; 
But tuneless is that sweeter lyre, 
' And silent all its richer lays. 

The children sit them eager by 
To catch the long-forgotten strain; 

They love the song of early time : 
" Oh, mother ! sing it once again." 

The prattling wee ones gather near : 
They know his kindness won't deny : 

" Sing, grandpa, sing.'' " My darling child," 
The old man sighs, with tearful eye, 
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" My days of song are well nigh o'er." 
" Why, grandpa, won't you sing in heaven ?" 

" God bless thee, child V the old man cried, 
"Yes, yes, my boy, new voice be given." 

And then the old man sang again; 

And, kindled with a holy fire, 
The mother joined him in the strain, 

And angels answered, " Come up higher." 



<S)ttr Cfeito. 



"For I say unto you, that in heaven their angels do 
always behold the face of my father which is in Ileaven.'* 
— Matthew xviii. 10. 



r\ ENTLY lay him there to sleep, 

^ Where the green boughs wave above, 

And the dews of evening weep 

O'er his couch soft tears of love; 
Where the sun's uprisen beam. 

Kindest benison shall shed — 
And its parting ray shall stream. 

Golden glory round his head. 
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Where the summer flowers linger, 
Dying slowly on the ground, 

Till the snow, with noiseless finger, 
Spreads its pure white veil around. 

Where with sighing cadence flutters 

Down the pride of Autumn trees, 
And each bough discrowned utters 

Prayers on every passing breeze ; 
Where the pine, with harp spear strung, 

Quivering to the moaning air, 
Chants each dirge its leaves among. 

To articulate music there! 
Even to our earth-clogged senses 

Seems such slumber sweetly blest, 
While nature's holiest influences 

Thus enfold his place of rest. 

He sleeps in Jesus ! mourning mother. 

Not e'en thy heart so tender, true, 
'Mid the anguish thou must smother. 

Love like Jesus ever knew! 
Father I not thy sheltering arms, 

Tho' nerved by love's self-sacrifice. 
Are strong like his to ward the barms 

Around thy darling's path that rise ; 
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Fair young sisters ! let him bask, 
In Jesus' smile, so holy, sweet — 

Naught more loving could ye ask — 
Naught more tender can he meet. 

He sleeps in Jesus! life's probation, 

O'er, ere it had well begun; 
And the victor's exultation. 

And the crown and palm are won. 
Not for him the heat and burden 

Of Bfe's beaten battle-plain — 
Early hath he found the guerdon, 

We must seek thro' toil and pain. 
Not for him, the weary strewing — 

Not for him, the doubt and din — 
Kind the penance, sure the shriving. 

Short the road he trod to win. 



Press once more the folded eyelid 

O'er those orbs, which ne'er shall render 
By soft tones of love beguiled. 

Answering glance to glances tender. 
Kiss the pale lips, hushed forever, 

Closed to grief, or guile, or shame— 
And the waxen cheek that never 

More shall blush at praise or blame. 
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Part the curls of sunny hair, 
That shall never tell the story, 

How earth's sorrow fades the fair, 
And earth's weakness dims the glory. 

Freed from sin, and saved from error, 

Lay him in his beauty down. 
And the tomb shall lose its terror. 

The dark angel wear no frown. 
Grant us now the benediction, 

Promised unto those that mourn; 
Show us. Father, 'tis no fiction — 

For our hearts with grief are torn 
If to weep, be claim sufficient. 

Very sore is now our need; 
Pour thy balm, oh, God omniscient. 

On these hearts of ours that bleed I 

Bid us say, " Thy will be done !" 

It may be by meek submission. 
The anointing shall be won. 

That must clear our tear-dimmed vi^oi 
Till Faith's upturned eye shall show. 

O'er the ladder, heaven -scaling. 
Where the angels come and go; 

He hath winged his flight unfailing, 
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Where evermore his home shall be 

With that bright throng, to whom 't is given, 

That their pure child-angels see 

"Our Father's" face, which is in Heaven. 

H. Regina Gray. 
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** He is able to succor them that are tempted." — Heb. il. 18 



TEMPTED one, be not dismayed, 
Christ, thy Lord, will give thee aid. 
He hath trod the rugged path. 

He hath stayed the rising wave. 
He hath triumphed over wrath. 
And, as Victor, he can save — 
Save from every peril. 

Did he not, in desert place. 

Meet the tempter face to face? 

Did he not, in conflicts three. 

His abundant power prove — 

Tempted one — to succor thee? 

Trust him, then ; his name is Love - 

Love that changeth never. 
17 
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Art thou tempted to believe 
He will not thy soul receive — 
That his arm will not sustain 

In the hour of deep distress, 
That he will not soothe thy pain ? 
Believe not Satan: Christ will bless 
Bless, and that for ever. 

Art thou tempted to presume 
O^ the power that saves from doom ? 
Does the tempter lead thee in 

Some forbidden, untried way, 
Some forbidden path of sin ? 

To the conquering Saviour pray — 
Pray with prayer unceasing. 

Does the tempter use his art 
To paint bright pictures for thy heart? 
Does he, with angelic skill. 

Seek to snare thy deathless soul. 
And enslave thy free-born will? 
On the Christ, thy troubles roll — 
Roll them on thy Saviour. 

Then shall victory be thine — 
Living .power and strength divine. 
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ft 

Satan, shorn of all his might, 

. Thon shall leave thy soul for aye ; 
And God's angels, robed in light, 
Comfort thee till breaks the day — 
Day that closeth never. 

M. B. Smith. 
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Written on seeing the body of a first-born child lying in 
its cradle, garlanded with white flowers. 



THY cradle and thy bier! 
Here rest thee sweet one now, 
Pure, fair, and lovely as when first the tear 
Fell like morn's dew-drop on thy new-born 
brow — 
From the pure fountain of a mother's love, 

distiird 
While hope and joy with heaving pulses filled 
The deepest sources of my willing heart. 
'Twas then Hope's cradle; where, with new- 
found art 
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I pillow' d thee to rest, and strewed the flowers 
of love — 

Not scentless th«n and white, but blushing red. 
And rich with odors, such as from above 

Angels might scatter 'round thy cherub head. 

Thy tiny hands were roseate with the glow 

Of the first struggle for thy earthly life — 
And thy swift pulses, with unceasing flow, 

Danced in the current of the joyous strife. 
iTea, 'twas Hope's wreath then garlanded thy brow, 
Bright, beautiful, and fair as thou art now — 
A thing of gladness, like the opening morn, 
Or the fresh rosebud, or the yellowing corn. 

'T was there I laid thee in that hour of bliss, 
So full of heavenly hope, and faith's warm glow, 

When first a Christian mother's holiest kiss 
I pressed upon that brow like driven snow, 

■ 

When, consecrated by the appointed sign 
Of inward washing, sealed for God's own 
child, 
I felt thee by a holier tenure mine. 

Than even when first I looked on thee and 
smiled. 
Oh, 'twas a cradle then of Hope divine, ^ 
Where angels shielded thee from power malign. 
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There now I lay thee, treasure of my soul, 

Of earthly Hope cradle no more, but bier ! 
Dashed at the fountain's brink the crystal bowl. 

Severed the silver cord that held thee here. 
Short was thy earthly pilgrimage of love. 

Borne as by cherub pinions to my breast, 
Then, wafted to the courts of bliss above. 

To abide forever with the saints, at rest. 
Thine is the virgin soul, no thought of sin 

Sullied its vesture; yet, by Jesus bought, 
Chosen and precious; spotless all within. 

Kept by His power, and loved beyond our 
thought. 
He hath removed thee to that heavenly throng 

Which follow ever in the path He leads. 
Thine are His changeless smile. His constant 

care — 
Thine His sure name eternally to bear — 
i Thine to dwell ever with the flock He feeds. 

Scentless and colorless the garland now 

Scattered around thy tenement of clay. 
Pure the white buds around thy purer brow — 

Doomed all alike to fade in swift decay. 

Such the appointed course of all things here, * 
Life, Hope, and Death — the Cradle and the 

Bier. 

17* 



108 TUE VOICE OF THE DEPARTED, 



Wit ^m flf i\t geprtei. 



I SHINE in the light of God; 
His likeness stamps my brow ; 
Through the valley of death my feet have trod, 
And I reign in glory now. 

No breaking heart is here, 
. No keen and thrilling pain, 
No wasted cheek,, where the frequent tear 
Hath rolled, and left its stain. 

I have reached the joys of heaven ; 

I am one of the sainted band; 
To my head a crown of gold is given, 

And a harp is in my hand. 

I have learned the song they sing 

Whom Jesus hath set free, 

And the glorious walls of heaven still ring 

With my new-born melody. 

« 

No sin, no grief, no pain. 

Safe in my happy home. 
My fears all fled, my doubts all slain, 

My hour of triumph is come. 
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Oh, friends of mortal years, 

The trusted and the true, 
Ye are waiting yet in the valley of tears, 

But I wait to welcome you. 

Do I forget? Oh, no; 

For memory's golden chain 
Shall bind my heart to the hearts below, 

Till they meet to touch again. 

Each link is strong and bright, 

And love's electric flame 
Flows freely down, like a river of light, 

To the world from whence it came. 

Do you mourn when another star 
Shines out in the glittering sky? 

Do you weep when the raging voice of war 
And the storms of conflict die ? 

Then why do your tears run down, 
Why your hearts so sorely riven, 

For another gem in a Saviour's crown, 
And another soul in heaven ? 
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m «pii. 



I 



CANNOT make him dead I 
His fair sunshiny head 
Is ever bounding round my study chair; 
Yet, when my eyes, now dim . 
With tears, I turn to him. 
The vision vanishes — he is not theije! 

I walk my parlor floor, 

And, through the open door, 
I hear a footfall on the chamber stair; 

I'm stepping toward the hall 

To give the boy a call; 
And then bethink me that — he is not theie ! 

I thread the crowded street; 

A satchelled lad I meet. 
With the same beaming eyes and colored hair; 

And, as he's running by. 

Follow him with my eye, 
Scarcely believing that — he is not there! 



I ■ 

L 
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- I know his face is hid 

Under the coflfin.lid; 
Closed are his eyes ; cold is his forehead fair : 

My hand that marble felt; 

O'er it in prayer 1 knelt; 
Yet my heart whispers that — he is not there I 

I cannot make him dead ! 

When passing by the bed, 
So long watched over with parental care, 

My spirit and my eye 

Seek it inquiringly, 
Before the thought comes that — he is not there I 

When, at the cool, gray break 

Of day, from sleep I wake, 
With my first breathing of the morning air 

My soul goes up, with joy, 

To Him who gave my boy. 
Then comes the sad thought that — he is not 
there ! 

When at the day's calm close, 

Before we seek repose, 
I 'm with his mother, offering up our prayer, 

Whatever I may be %aywg^ 

I am, in spirit, praying 
For our boy's spirit, though — he is not there I 
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Not there ! Where, then, is he ? 

The form I used to see 
Was but the raiment that he used to wear. 

The grave, that now doth press 

Upon that cast-off dress, 
Is but his wardrobe locked — he is not there ! 

He lives! In all the past 

He' lives; nor, to the last, 
Of seeing him again will I despair; 

In dreams I see him now; 

And, on his angel brow, 
I see it written, " Thou shalt see me there I " 

Yes, we all live to God ! 

Father, thy chastening rod 
So help us, thine afflicted ones, to bear, 

That, in the spirit land, . 

Meeting at thy right hand, 
'T will be our heaven to find that — he is therp ! 

Rev. John Pieepont. 
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Cjiristias %nt of i\t Wxm^ M\nm. 



First Voice. 



FROM hill and from ravine, where Winter 
breathes free, 
Saviour we've gathered a trophy for Thee : 
From rock and from mount, where the laurel 

had thrown 
Round its hoary temples a victor crown; 
The branch from the forest, the leaf from the 

waste, 
The lingering hope of its desolate breast, 
From path and wood, that the whirlwind had 

bared, 
We bring to Thee all the tempest has spared. 

Spirit Voice. 

" Bring thy gift to the altar ! and leave' it 

there ;" 
It shall almost wave in the breath of prayer; 
Thus should' st thou welcome the Holy one. 
And yet there is more thou hast left undone. 
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Second Voice. 

From fields where the storm-wind had drifted 

its showers 
Like tomb-stones scattered o'er buried flowers ; 
Where droops the cypress, and gloomy fir, 
The epitaph of their sepulchre; 
Clinging like Love to an adverse fate, 
With beauty to foliage the desolate. 
The deathless branch of the lonely tree, 
Is our Hosanna, Oh God ! to Thee. 

Spirit Voice. 

Thy Gift to the chancel ! its clustering shade 
Shall cling to the shrine where the faithful 

have prayed; 
Thus should'st thou welcome the Holy One, 
And yet there is more thou hast left undone. 

Third Voice. 

In the white-bosomed snow-drift bright vines 
were at rest, 

Beautiful dreams! of its spotless breast, 

From the slumbering earth we have bid them 
arise. 

And they gird Thy Courts with their prophe- 
cies; 
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And each heart can interpret their blissful 

theme, 
For they point to a stavy like the Magi's dream ; 
The vine from the rock, and the moss from its 

cleft — 
Saviour! we've brought all the tempest has left. 

Spirit Voice. 

Yet more ! Thy God would have more ! from 

the soul — 
Tha# world with the future and past for its 

pole, 
Where holy feelings and motive high. 
Bend over its poise like a sun-shower sky, N 
Circling its space, and lighting it still. 
Through the changing solstice of good and ill 
From the winter of soul that a Saviour hath 

shared. 
Bring all ! bring all ! that temptation has spared. 

Chorus. 

Oh blessed Saviour I we bring to Thee 

The stre/ngth that sprung in adversity; 

The rock for its birth-place, yet brightly it 

springs. 

And beauteously shadows life's meaner things; 
18 
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Rooted in danger, unwavering and sure 

In firmness of purpose it rises secure! 

The power to endure^ and the heart that hath 

dared, 
We bring to Thee all that the tempest has 

spared. 

Spirit Voice. 
Yet more ! thy God would have more ! Oh bring 
The Faith that grew brightest in sujffering: 
The chastened spirit, yet cheerful the while. 
The broken heart, and the trusting smile; 
The " True Vine" entwines thee — for thee He 

hath cared, 
And ye are the ^^ Branches" His mercy has 

spared. 

Chorus. 
Thought of the Godhead ! that Thou should'st be 
Translated in our humanity ! 
Grief-walled existence, but mercy has stole 
The day-beam's joy to the dungeoned soul. 
Through cleft and through crevice glory streams 

bright, 
And dust and shadow are woven with light; 
That light on our spirits, we fear not the tomb, 
Nor heaven nor earth is overshadowed with 

gloom. 
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Solo. 
A leaf, in life's forest is touched by decay, 
But that leaf in a sunbeam is withering away. 

All. 
A living Faith spreads o'er its perishing sod! 
Bright thing of the desert 1 we bring thee to 
God. 



^iix\\ anir Jcaben^ 



IpARTH with all its sin and sadness, 
-^ Pain and sickness, grief and care; 
Heaven, with its unspoken gladness. 

Light and love, and all that's fair; 
How the two contrasted stand — 
This dark world, and that bright land. 

Here the eye grows dim with weeping, 
Here the cheek is wan with woe. 

For the loved ones who are sleeping, 
For the hopes that are laid low; 

Tn the lights of heaven's ray. 

Tears of earth are wiped away. 
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Here our toilsome way pursuing, 
Compassed round with many foes ] 

Pleasures are not worth the wooing, 
Thorns are found with every rose ; 

There — the sorrowful are West; 

There — the weary are at rest. 

Here a lonely watch we're keeping 

On the battle-plain of life, 
Lest the foe should find us sleeping. 

And unfitted for the strife; 
There the war and conflict cease, 
Heaven's atmosphere is peace. 

Here our painTul cross we 're bearing, 
Where our Master leads the way; 

Here the shame and grief we 're sharing, 
That for us upon Him lay ; 

There we lay our burden down, 

Change the cross into the crown. 

Here the parting word is spoken, 
Where our hearts the closest cling, 

And upon the spirit broken, 
Like a knell its accents ring; 

There, before the Saviour's throne, 

Parting is a word unknown. 

THE END. 
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